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146 The False Count. 

Fran, Sure I fhall burft with Vengeance. 

Jul. Sir, let your Virtue regulate your Paffions ; 
For I can ne'er love any but my Husband. 

Fran. Ah diflembling Witch ! 

Jul, And wou'd not break my Marriage Vows to him, 
for all the honour you can heap upon me. 

Fratu Say, and hold ; but Sultana and precious Stones 
are damnable Temptations, — betides, the Kogue's young 

and handfome, ^What a fcomfid look me cws at 

me ; wou'd they were both handfomely at the Devil to- 
gether. 

Gus. Dog, do you mutter ? 

Fran. Oh ! nothing, nothing, but the Palfy (hook my 
Lips a little. 

Guz, Slave, go, and on your knees refign your Wife. 

Fran. She's of years of difcretion, and may difpofe 
of her fclf ; but I can hold no longer : and is this your 
Mahometan Confcicnce, to take other Mens Wives, as 
if there were not tingle Harlots enough in the World ? 

\In rage. 

Gus. Peace, thou diminutive Chriftian. 

Fran. I fay. Peace thou over-grown Turk, 

Gus. Thou Spanijh Cur. 

Fran. Why you're a Mahometan Bitch, and you go 
to that. 

Guz. Death, I'll diflea the bald-pated Slave. 

Fran. I defy thee, thou foul filthy Cabbage head, for 
I am mad, and will be valiant. 

[Guz. throws his Turbani ai him. 

Car. What Infolence is this ! Mutes ftrangle 

him. [ The^ put a Bow-ftring about his neck. 

Jul. Mercy, dread Sir, I beg my Husband's life. 

Car. No more, this fair one bids you live, 

henceforth, Franci/co, I pronounce you a Widower, and 
fhall regard vou, for the time to come, as the deceafed 
Husband of the Great Sultana, murmur not upon pain of 
being made an Eunuch take him away. 

Jul. Go, and be fatisfied, I'll die before 111 yield. 

Fran. Is this my going to Sea? the Plague of 

loting Battels light on thee. 

WhsH 
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When ill fuccefs Jkall make thee idle lie^ 
Mayjl thou in bed be impotent as I, 
Car, Command our Slaves to give us fome diver- 
lion ; 

Difmifs his Chains, and ufe him with refpedl, becaufe he 
was the Husband of our beloved Sultana, 

Fran, I fee your Cuckold might have a life good e- 
nough if he cou'd be contented. [They pull of his Chains. 

[Carlos and Julia^/ under an Umbrella. 



The SON G. 

How Jlrangcly does my PaJJion grow, 

Divided equally twixt two ? 

Damon had n^erfubdued my Heart, 

Had fwt Alexis took his part : 

Nor coiid A\q\vs powerful prove, 

Without my DamonV aid, to gain my Love. 

W/ien my Mtxis prefent is, 
Then I for Damony^^/f and mourn; 

But when Alexis / do mifs, 

Damon gains nothing but my Scorn : 

Andy if it chance they both are by. 

For both, alas ! I languifh,fign, and die. 

Cure then, thou mighty winged God, 
This raging Fever in my Blood 
One golden-pointed Dart take back ; 
But which, O Cupid, wilt thou take f 
7/'Damon*J, all my hopes are crofl: 
Or, that of my Alexis, / am lofl. 

Enter Dancers, which dance cm Antick. 
Car, Come, My dear Julia, lefs retire to fhades, 

\Afide to her. 
Where only thou and I can find an entrance ; 
Thefe dull, thefe neceffary delays of ours 
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THE 



TOWN-FOP; 



OR. 



Sir 'Timothy Tawdrey, 



PROLOGUE. 

S Country Squire ^ who yet had never known 
The long-expelled yoy of being in Town ; 
Whofe careful Parents fcarce permitted Heir 
To ride from home, unlefs to neighbouring Fair ; 
At lafl by hap^ Chance it hither ledy 
To purchafe Clap with lofs of Maidenhead j 
Turns wondrous gay, bedizetCd to Excefs ; 
Till he is all Burlefque in Mode and Drefs : 
Learns to talk loud in Pit, grows wily too, 
That is to Jay ^ makes mighty Noife did Show, 

A 2 So 




4 PROLOGUE. 

So ayoungPoety who ha4 never been 
Dabling beyond the Height of Ballading ; 
Who^ tn his brisk Effays, durjl n^er excel 
The lucky Flight of rhyming Doggerel^ 
Sets up with thisfufficient Stock on Stage, 
And naSy perchancCy the luck to pleafe the Age, 
He draws you in, like cozening Citizen ; 
Cares not how bad the Ware, if Shop be fine. 

As tawdry Gown and Petticoat gain more 
(Thoona dull difea^d ill favoured Whore) 
Than prettier Frugal, tho on Holiday, 
When every City-Spark has leave to play, 
— Damn her, fhe mud be found, flie is fo gay ; 
So let the Scenes be fine, you' II n^er enquire 
For Senfe, but lofty Flights in nimble wire. 
— WhcU weprefent to Day is none of thefe. 
But we coud wifh it were, for we wotidpieafe. 
And that yaii II f wear we hardly meant to do : 
Yet her^s no Senfe, Pox ot^t, but her^s no Show ; 
But a plain Storyiihat will give a Tafle 
OfwncUyour Grandfires lovd Vtk Age thafspaft. 
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Dramads 



Dramatis Perfonse. 



MEN. 



Lord PlotwelL 

Bellmoury Nephew to the Lord PlotweU^ contradled to 

Celinda, 
Charles, Brother to Bellmour. 
Ffiendlove, Brother to Celinda, in love with Diana, 
Sir Timothy Tawdrey, a Fop- Knight, defign'd to marry 

Celinda, 

Sharb \ ^^^S^'^ ®^ ^^ "^'^ Timothy, 
Trujly^ An old Steward to Bellmour's Family. 

Page, Dancers, and Servants. 



WOMEN. 



The Lady Diana, Niece to the Lord PlotwelL 

Celinda, Sifler to Friendlove, contradled to Bellmour. 

Phillis, Sifter to Bellmour, 

Betty Flauntit, kept by Sir Timothy, 

Driver, A Baud. 

Jenny, 



2^ -^ > Two Whores. 
Nurfe, 



SCENE, Cavent'Garden. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
A Street. 

Enter Sir Timothy Tawdrey, Sham, and Sharp. 

Sir Tim, B^aSa £ R £ A B O U T S is the Houfe 

wherein dwells the Miflrefs of 
my Heart ; for (he has Money, 
Boys, mind me. Money in 
\ BailSiBl abundance, or fhe were not for 

me The Wench her felf is 

good-natur*d, and inclined to be civil : but a Pox on't 

(he has a Brother, a conceited Fellow, whom the 

World miftakes for a fine Gentleman ; for he has travelled, 
talks Languages, bows with a bonne ntim^ and the reft ; 
but by Fortune, he (hall entertain you with nothing but 
Words 




Sham, Nothing elfe !- 



Sir Tim, No He^s no Country-Squire, Gentlemen, 
will not game, whore ; nay, in my Comcience, you will 
hardly get your felves drunk in his Company — He treats 

alamode, half Wine, half Water, and the reft But 

to the Bufmefs, this Fellow loves his Sifter dearly, and 
will not truft her in this leud Town, as he calls it, with- 
out him ; and hither he has brought her to marry me. 

Sham, A Pox upon him for his Pains 

Sir Tim, So fay I But my Comfort is, I (hall be 

as weary of her, as the beft Husband of *em all. But 
there's Conveniency in it ; befides, the Match being as 
good as made up by the old Folks in the Country, I muft 
fubmit — The Wench I never faw yet, but they fay (he's 

hand- 
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handfom— But no maiter for Ihal, there's Money, my 
Boys. 

SAarp. Well Sir, we wiH follow you— but as dolefully 
as People do their Friends to the Grave, from whence they're 
never to rcttim, at lead not the fame Subllajice ; the thin 
airy Vifion of a brave good Fellow, we may fee thee here- 
after, but thaf s the moh. 

Sir Tim. Your Pardon, fweet Sharp, my whole Ue- 
Cgn in it is to be Mailer of my felf, and with part of her 
Portion to fct up my Mifs, Bttty Fiaunlil ; which, by 
the way, is the main end of my marrying ; the reft youll 

have your Ihares of Now I am forc'd to take you up 

Suits at treble Prizes, have dama'd Wine and Meat put 
upon us, 'caufe the Reckoning is to be book'd : But rea. 
Ay Money, ye Rogues ! What Charms it has ! makes the 

Waiters fly Boys, and the Mafler with Cap in Hand 

cxcufe what's aanifs, Gentlemen — Your Worihip fliall 
comoiand the bed — and the rell — How briskly the Box 
and Dice dance, and the ready Money fubmils to the lucky 
Gamcfter, and the gay Wench confults with every Beauty 
to make her felf agreeable to the Man with ready Mo- 
ney ! In fine, dear Rogues, all things are facrific'dto its 
Power ; and no Mortal conceives the Joy of Argent Con- 
tent. 'Tis this powerful God that makes me fuhmit to the 
Devil, Matrimony ; and then thou art aflur'd of me, my 
flout Lads of brisk Debauch. 

SAam. And is it poflible you can be ty'd up to a Wife 1 
Whilfl here in London, and free, you have the whole 
World to range in, and like a wanton Heifer, eat of 
every Pafture. 

Sir Tim. Why dofl think III be confin'd to my own 
dull Enclofure? No, I had rather feed coarfely upon the 
boundlefs Common ; perhaps two or three days 1 may be 
in love, and remain conAanL but that's the moA. 

Sharp. And in three Weeks, IhouJd you wed a Cynthia, 
you'd be a Monfler. 

Sir Tim. What, thou meaneft a Cuckold, I warrant. 
God help thee 1 But a Monfter is only fo from its Rarity, 
and a Cuckold is no fuch llrange thing in our age. 



A4 



Enter 
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EttSfr Bellmore and Friendlove. 
But who comes here ? 

Bellmore I Ah m>" little dear Rogue ! how doft thou ? 
— Ntd Friendlmie too ! Dear Lad, how doll thou too? 
Why welcome to Town i'faith, and I'm glad to fee you 
both. 

Friend. Svc Timothy Tawdrey ! 

Sir Tim. The fame, by Fortune, dear Nfd '. And bow, 
and how Man, how go Matters? 

Friend. Between who. Sir ? 

Sir Tim. Why any Body, Man ; but by Fortune, I'm 
ovenoy'd to meet thee : But where doft think I was going ? 

Friend. Is't poflble one thou'ddivinef 

Sir Tim. I'st poflihle you ihou'd not, and meet me fo 
near your Siller's Lodgings i Faith I was coming lo pay 

my Refpetls and Services, and the reft Tliou know"!! 

my meaning The old Bufinefs of the Silver-World, 

Ned; by Fortune it's a mad Age we live in, Ned; and 



here be fo r 



■ Va!i 



■wicked Rogues, about this damn'd 



I 



leud Town,that 'faith I am fain to fpcak in the vulgar 
modifh Style, in my own Defence, and railly Matrimony 
and the refl. 

Friend. Matrimony I — I hope you are fo exactly rc- 
fin'd a Man of the Town, that you will not offer once 
to think of fo dull a thing : let that alone for fuch cold 
Complexions as Bellnwur here, and I, that have not at- 
tain'o to that mofl exceUent faculty of Keeping yet, as 
you. Sir Timothy, have done much to your Glory, I af- 
iiire you. 

Sir Tim. Who I, Sir ? You do me much Honour : 
I muft confefs 1 do not tind the foftcr Sex cruel ; I am 
received as well as another Man of my Parts. 

Friend. Of your Mony you mean. Sir. 

Sir Tim. Why Taith Ned, thou art i'th' right ; I love 
to buy my Pleafure r for, by Fortune, there's as much 
pleafure in Vanity and Variety, as any Sins I know ; 
What think-ft thou Nedt 

Friend. 1 am not of your Mind, I love to love upon 
the fquare ; and that I may be fure not to be cheated with 
falfe Ware, I prefent 'em nothing but my Hea^^ 
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Sir Tim. Yes, and have the Confolation of feeing your 
frugal hufwifery Mifs in the Pit, at a Play, in a long Scarf 
and Night-gown, for want of Points, and Garniture. 

Friend. If Ihe be clean, and pretty, and dreft in Love, 
I can excufe the reft, and fo will fhe. 

Sir Tim. I vow to Fortune, Ned, thou mud come to 
London, and be a little manag'd : 'slife Man, (houldft 
tbou talk fo aloud in good Company, thou wouldll be 

counted a ftrange Fellow, Pretty and dreft with 

Love a fine Figure, by Fortune; No, Nid, the 

painted Chariot gives a Luilre to every ordinary Face, and 
makes a Woman look like Quality ; Ay, fo like, by For- 
tune, that you Ihall not know one from 'tothcr, till fome 
fcandalous, out-of-favour'd laid-afide Fellow of the Town, 

cry Damn her for a Bitch how fcomfuliy the 

Whore regards me She has forgot fincc Jack 

filch a one, and I, club'd for the keeping of her, when 
both our Stocks well manag'd wou'd not amount to above 
(even Shillings fix Pence a week ; beftdes now and then 
a Treat of a Breaft of Mutton from the next Cook's,- — - 
Then the other laughs, and crys— Ay, rot her— and tells 
his Story too, and concludes with. Who manages the 
Jilt now? Why faith fome difmal Coxcomb or other, 
you may be fure, replies the firft. But Ned, Ihefe are 
Rogues, and Rafcals, that value no Man's Reputation, 
becaufe they defpifc their own. But faith, I have laid 
afide all thefe Vanities, now I have thought of Malri- 
mony ; but I dcfire my Reformation may be a Secret, ' 
becaufe, as you know, for a Man of my Addrefs, and the 
reft 'tis not altogether fo Jantee. 

Friend. Sir, I aifure you, it fli.ill be fo great a Secret 
for me, that I will never ask you who the happy Woman 
is, that's chofen for this great Work of your Converfion. 

Sir Tim. Ask me No, you need not, becaufe 

you know already. 

Friend. Who I f I proteft. Sir Timothy 

Sir Tim. No, Swearing, dear Ned, for 'tis fuch a Secret, 
but I will truftmy Intimates: thefe are my Friends, A'iti/; 

pray know them This Mr. Sham, and this 

by Fortune, a very honell Fellow {Bows to 'em.) Mr. 
A 5 Sharp, 



4 




'nefs thai concerns 






Friend. Me 1 Whai do you mean, Sir Timothy ? 

Sir Tim. Why Sir, you know what 1 mean. 

Friend. Not I, Sir. 

Sir Tim. What, not that I am to many your Sifter 
CeKmda! 

Friend. Not at all. 

Bel. Oh this infufferable Sot I \_Afid^. 

Friend. My Sifter, Sir, is very nice. 

Sir Tim. That's all one, Sir, the old People have ad- 
jufted the matter, and they are the moll proper for a 
Negotiation of that kind, which favcs us the trouble of 
3 tedious Courtfliip. 

Friend. That the old People have agreed the matter, is 
more than I know. 

Sir Tim. Why Lord Sir, will you perfuade me to that ? 
Don't you know that your Father {according to the Me- 
thod in fuch Cafes, being certain of my Kllate) came to 

me thus Sir Timothy Ta-wdrey you are a young 

Gentleman, and a Knight, I knew your Father well, ana 
my right worihipful Neighbour, our Eftates lie together ; 
therefore. Sir, t have a defire to have a near Relation 

with you At which, I interrupted him, and cry'd — 

Oh liord Sir, 1 vow to Fortune, you do me the greatcfl 
Honour, Sir, and the reft 

Bel. I can endure no more ; he marry fair Celinda I 



tone- have but my Son Ned, and this Girl, cali'd 

Ctlinda, whom I will make a Fortune, fuitable to youis ; 
your honourable Mother, the Lady Tawdrey, and I, 
have as good as concluded the Match already. To which 
I (who, tho I fay it, am well enough bred for a Knight) 
anfwered her the Civility thus^I vow to Fortune, Sir — 

I did not fwear, but cr/d 1 proteft, Sir, CcHnda, 

deferves no, no, I lye again, 'twaj merits • 

Ay, Ctlinda merits a much belter Husband than I. 

Friend, You fpeak more Truth than you are aware of. 
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Well, Sir, 111 bring you to my Sifter \ and if (he likes 
you, as well as my Father does, ihe's yours ; otherwife^ 
I have fo much Tendemefs for her, as to leave her Choice 
free. 
Sir Tim, Oh Sir, you compliment A Ions y Entrons, 

[Exeunt 

SCENE II. A Chamber. 

Enter Celinda, and Nurfe. 

CeL I wonder my Brother ftays fo long ; fure Mr. 
Bellmour is not yet arriv'd, yet he fent us word he would 
be here to day. Lord, how unpatient I grow ! 

Nur, Ay, fo methinks ; if I had the hopes of enjoy- 
ing fo fweet a Gentleman as Mr. Bellmour^ I ihou'd be fo 

too But I am paft it Well, I have had my Pant- 

ings, and Heavings, my Impatience, and Qualms, my 
Heats, and my Colds, and my I know not what-^But I 
thank my Stars, I have done with all thofe Fooleries. 

Cel, Fooleries ! 

Is there any thing in this Life but Love ? 
Would'ft thou pralfe Heaven for thy Being, 
Without that grateful part of it ? 
For I confefs 1 love. 

Nur, You need not, your Sighs, and daily (nay, and 
nightly too) Diforders, plainly enough betray the Truth. 

CeL Thou fpeak'ft as if it were a Sin : 
But if it be fo, you your felf help'd to make me wicked. 
For e'er I faw Mr. Bellmour^ you fpoke the kindeft things 
of him, 

As would have mov'd the duUeft Maid to love ; 
And e'er I faw him, I was quite undone. 

Nur. Quite undone ! Now God Forbid ; what for 
loving I 
You faid but now there was no Life without it 

CeL But fmce my Brother came from Italy ^ 
And brought young Bellmour to our Houfe, 
How very little thou hadft faid of him ! 
How much above thy Praife, I found the Youth 

Nur, 
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Nur. Very pretty I You are grown a notable Profi* 

cient in Love And you are r&olv'd (if he pleafe) to 

tnaiTf him f 

Ccl. Or I rauft die. 

Nur. Ay, but you know the Lord Plotwell has the Pof- 
fefTion of all his Ellate, and if he marry without his lik< 
ing-, has Power to take away all his Fortune, and then 1 
think it were not fo good marrying him. 

Ce/. Not marrying him ! Oh, canil thou think fo 



tr fcanty Fortune 



Yes, I would marry him, tho o 

Cou'd only purchafe us 

A lonely Cottage, in fome fJent Place, 

All covcr'd o'er with Thatch, 

Defended from the Outrages of Storms 

By^ leaflefs Trees, in Winter ; and from Heat, 

With Shades, which their kind Boughs wou'd bear anew ; 

Under whofe Covert we'd feed our gentle Flock, 

That (hou'd in gratitude repay us Food, 

And mean and humble Clothing. 

Nur. Very fine ! 

Cel. There we wou'd praflife fuch degrees of Love, 
Such lading, innocent, unheard of Joys, 
As all the bufy World fhould wonder at, 
And, amidft all their Glories, find none fuch. 

Nur. Good lack ! how prettily Love teaches his Scho- 
lars to prattle. But hear ye, fair Mrs. Celinda, you 

have forgot to what end and purpofe you came to Town ; 
not 10 marry Mr. Bellmmir, as 1 take it — but Sir Timothy 
Tawiirry, that Spark of Men. 

Ccl. Oh name him not— Let me not in one Moment 

Defcend from Heaven to Hell 

How came that wretched thing into thy Noddle ? 

Nur. Faith, Miftrefs, I took pity of thee, I faw you fo 
elevated with Thoughts of Mr. Belimour, I found it n^ 
ceflary to take you down a degree lower. 

Cel. Why did not Heaven make aU Men like to BtH' 

So Arangely fweet and charming ! 
Nur. Marry come up, you fpeak for your felf : 




Sir Timothy Tawdret. 

Oh intolerable loving Creature ! 

But here bectptnes the utmoft of your Wifhes. 

Ce/. My Brother, and Bellmour ! with ftringc Men 1 
Enter Fricndlove, Bellmour, Sir Timothy, Sham, aitd 

Friend. Sifter, I've brought you here a Lover, this is 
the worthy Perfon you have beard of. Sir Timothy Taw- 
in Tim. Yes, faith, Madam, I am Sir Tirnotky Tauiii-ey, 
at your Service— Pray are not you Mrs- Cetinda Dreff'weuA 

Cei. The fame, but cannot return, your Compliment 

Sir Tim, Oh Ijord, oh Lord, not return a Compliment 
Faith, N(d, thy Sifter's quite fpoil'd, for want of Town- 
Education ; 'tis pity, for Ihe's oevilifh pretty. 

Friend. She's raodeft. Sir, before Company ; therefore 
thefe GentlcmeD and I will withdraw into the next Room. 

Cel. Inhumao Brotberl Will you leave mc alone with 
this Sot 1 

Friend. Yes, and if j*ou would be rid of the trouble of 
him, be not coy, nor witty ; two things he hales. 

Bel. S'death ? Mult Ihe be blown upon by that Fool ) 

Friend. Patience, dear Frank, a little while. 

\ExeutU. Friend. Bell. Sham, and Sharp. 
Sir Timothy walks about Ihe Room, £xpeRi»g 
when C^ViTi&i/kould/peaJ^ 

Cil. Ohdear Nurfe,what)halirdo J 

Nur. I that ever hclp'd you at a dead Lift, will not 
£ul you now. 

Sir Tim. What a Pox, not a Word ? 

CeL Sure this Fellow believes 111 begin. 

Sir Tim. Not yet fure (he has fpoke her lafl 

Nur, The Gentieman's good-natur'd, and has look 
pity on you, and will not trouble you, I think. 

Sir Tim. Hey day, here's Wooing indeed 

Will (he never begin trow ? — This fome would call aa 

excellent Quality in her Sex But a pox on't, 1 do not 

like it Well, 1 fee muft break Silence at lad 

Madam not anfwer me 'ihaw, this is mere ill 

breeding by Fortune it can be nothing elfe 

O' my Corfcience, if I fliould kifs her, flie would bid 
me ftand off I'll try Nur. 
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Nur, Hold, Sir, you midake your Mark 



Sir Ttm. So I fliould, if 1 » 



Chaps, good Matron— — Can your Lady fpeak 1 
Nur. Try. Sir. 
Sir Tim. Which way f 
Nur. Why fpeak to her firft. 



look in thy mouldy 



but all that I have n 



r knew a Woman want a Cue for that ; 

: Hill before-hand witb 



i thofe you have met with may, but this b 



o fuch Creature, Sir. 
Sir Tim. 1 mull confefs, 1 i 



\ Afs, if 1 know what to fay to 



Dialogue ; and I i 

fuch a Creature. 

But come, will you anfwerme one QueJlion f 

Cet. If I can, Sir. 

Sir Tim. But (iril I fhould ask you if you can fpeak? 
For that's a QuelUon too. 

Cel. And if I cannot, how will you be anfwer'd? 

Sir Tim. Faith, that's right; why then you mtiftdo^ 
byfigns. 

Ccl. But grant I can fpeak, what is't youll ask me 1 

Sir Tim. Can you love ? 

Cel. Oh yes, Sir, many things ; I love my Meat, I 
love abundance of Adorers, I love choice of new Clothes, 
new Plays ; and, hke a right Woman, I love to have my 
Will. 

Sir Tim. Spoke like a well-bred Perfon, by Fortune : 
I fee there's hopes of thee, Ctlinda ; thou wilt in time 
learn to make a very faihionable Wife, having fo much 
Beauty too, I fee Attrafls, Allurements, wanton Eyes, 
the languithing turn of the Head, and all that invites to 

Ch. Would that pleafe you in a Wife ? 

Sir Tim. Pleaie me I Whv, Madam, what do vou take 

me to be? a Sot?— ^a Fool? or a dull Italian o( 

the Humour of your Brother! No, no, I can affure 

yoii, (he that marries me, (hall have Franchife But 

my pretty Mifs, you muft leam to talk a little more— 

del, I have not Wit, and Senfe enottgh, for that. 

Sir Tim. 
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Sir Tit». Wii I Oil la, O la, Wit ! as if there were 
any Wit reqdr'd in a Woman when Jhe talks ; no, no 
matter for Wit, or Senfe : talk but loud, and a great 
deal to (hew your white Teeth, and fmile, and be very 

confident, and 'lis enough Lord, what a Sight 'tis to 

I fee a pretty Woman fland right up an end in the middle 
I of a Room, playing with her Fan, for want of fome- 
' thing to keep her in Countenance. No, Ihe that is mine, 
I will teach 10 entertain at another rate. 

A'ur. How, Sir? Why, what do you lake my yoimg 
Millrefs to be ? 

Sir Tim. A Woman and a fine one, and fo fine 

as file ought to permit her fctf [o be fccn, and be ador'd. 

JVur. Out upon you, would you expofe your Wife? 
by my troUi, and I were (he, I know what I wou'd do — 

Sir Tim, Thou do what thou wouldfl have done 

City Years ago, thou meanell. 

Nur. Marry come up, for a ftinking Knight ; worfe 

than I have gone down with you, e'er now Sixty 

Years ago, quoth ye As old as I am 1 live with- 
out Surgeons, wear my own Hair, am not in Debt to my 
Taylor, as thou an, and art fain to kifs his Wife, to pcr- 

fuade her Husband to be merciful to thee who wakes 

thee every Morning with his Clamour and long Bills, at 
thy Chamber-door. 

Sir Tim. Prithee good Matron, Peace ; Pll compound 
with thee. 

Nur. 'TIS more than thou wilt do with thy Creditors, 
who, poor Souls, defpair of a Groat in the Pound for all 
thou ow'ft ihem, for Points, Lace, and Garnitur e — — — 
for all, in fine, that makes thee a complete Fop. 

Sir Tim. Hold, hold thy eternal Clack. 

JVur. And when none would trufl thee farther, give 
ladgmenis for twice the Money thou borrowef^ and 
fwear thy felf at Age ; and laflly— to patch up your bro- 
ken Fortune, you wou'd fain marry my fwcet Miftrels 

Ctlinda here But, Faith, Sir, you're millaken, her 

Fortune (hall not go to the Maintenance of j'our MifTcs : 

which being once furc of, (he, poor Soul, is fent down 

to the CfHintry-houfe, to leain Houfewifery, and live 

without 
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without Mankind, unlefs (he can ferve her felf willi the 

handfom Steward, or fo whilft you tear it away in 

Town, and hve like Man and Wife with your Jilt, and 
are every Day feen in the Glafs Coach, whilft your own 
natural Lady is hardly worth the Hire of a Hack. 

Sir Tim. Why thou damnable confounded Torment, 
wilt thou never ceafe f 

Nur. No, not till you raife your Siege, and be gone j 

go march to your Lady of Love, and Debauch go — 

You get no Cclmda here. 

Sir Tim. The Devil's in her Tongue. 

Cel. Good gentle Nurfe, have Mercy upon the poor 
KnighL 

Nur. No more, Miftrefs, than hell have on you, if 
Heaven had fo abandon'd you, to put you into his Power 
— Mercy — quoth ye — no — , no more than his Miftrela 
will have, when all his Money's gone. 

Sir Tim. Will (he never end ? 

Cct. Prithee forbear. 

Nur. No more than the Ufurer would, to whom he 
has mortgag'd the bell part of his Eflate, would forbear 
a Day after the promisd Payment of the Money. For- 
bear I 

Sir Tint. Not yet end ! Can I, Madam, give you a 
greater Proof of my Paffion for you, than to endure this 
for your fake ? 

Nur. This thou art fo forry a Creature, thoa 

wilt endure any thing for the lucre of her Fortune; 'tis 
that thou hafl a Paffion for : not that thou careJl for Mo- 
ney, but to facrifice to thy Leudnefs, to purchafe a Mif- 
trefs, to purchafe the Reputation of as errant a Fool as 
ever amv'd at the Honour of keeping ; to purchafe a 
lilde Grandeur, as you call it ; that is, to make every 
one look at thee, and confider what a Fool thou art, 
who elfe might pafs unregarded amongtl the commoa 

Sir Tim. The Devil's in her Tongue, and fo 'tis in moft 
Womens of her Age \ for when it has quitted the Tail, 
it repairs to her upper Tire. 

Nur. 
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Nur- Do not perfuade mc. Madam, I am rcfolvcd to 
make him weary of his Wooing. 

Sir Tim. So God be prais'd the Storm is laid And 

now Mrs. Ctlinda, give me leave to ask you, if it be 
with your Icave^ this Affront is pot on a Man of my 
Quality? 

Nur. Thy Quidity 

Sir Tim. Yes ; 1 am a Gentleman, and a Knighl. 

Nur. Yes, Sir, Knight of the ill-favour'd Countenance 

'- Sir Tim. You are beholden to Don Quixol for that, 
and 'tis fo many Ages fince thou couldft fee to read, 
I wonder thou tiail not forgot aU that ever belongs to 
Books. 

Nur. My Eye-fight is good enough to fee thee in all 
thy Colours, thou Knight of the burning Peftle thou. 

Sir Tinu Agen,that was out of a Play— Hark ye, Witch 
of Endor, hold your prating Tongue, or 1 Ihall moll 
well-fevoui'dly cudgel ye. 

Nvr. As your Fnend the Hollefs has it in a Play too, 
I take it, Ends which you pick tip behind the Scenes, 
when you go to be laught at even by the Player-Women. 

Sir Tim. Wilt thou have done? By Fortune, I'll en- 

Nur. Murder, Murder ! 

CeL Hold, hold. 

i'n/erFriendlove, Bellmour, Sham, iiTirf Sharp. 

Friend. Read here the worft of News that can arrive:, 
\pivei Bclhn. a Letter. 

What's the matter here 1 Why how now, 

Sir Timothy, what, up in Arms with the Women f 

Sir Tim. Oh Ned, I'm glad thou'rt come— never was 
Tom Dove baited as I have been. 

i^nVwii By whom ? ray Sifter? 

Sir Tim. No, no, that old MaftifF there the young 

Whelp came not on, thanks be prais'd. 

Bel. How, her Father here to-morrow, and here he 
fays, that (hall be the laft Moment, he will defer the 

Mairiage of Celinda to this Sol Oh God, I Ihall 

grow nud, and fo undo 'em all— 111 kill the Villain at 
3-a the 
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the Altar— By my lofl hopes I wtU— And yet there is 
fome left— Could I but— fpeak to her— I muft rely oa 
DreMvielts Friendfhip— Oh God, to-morrow— Can I en- 
dure that thought?— Can I endure to fee Ihe Traytorthcre, 
who mud to morrow rob me of my Heaven 7—111 own 
my Flame — and boldly tell this Fop, Ihe miift be mine — 

Friend. I affure you, Sir TimiMty, I am forry, and 
will chaflife her. 

Sir. Tim. Ay. Sir, I that am a Knight— a Man of Parts 
and Wit, and one that is to be ycjr Brother, and de- 
fign'd to be the Glory of marrying telinda, 

Bel. I can endure no more — How Sir— You marry fair 
Ctlittda ! 

Sir Tim, Ay, Frank, ay— Is (he not a pretty little plump 
vhite Rogue, hah ? 

Bel. Yes. 

Sir Tim. Oh, 1 had forgot thou art a modcA Rogue, 
and to thy eternal Shame, hadft never the Repulation ofa 
Millrefs— Lord,. Lord, that I could fee ihee addrefs thy 
self IQ a Lady — I fancy thee a very ridicidous Figure in 
that Pofture, by Fortune, 

Bel. Why. Sir, I can court a Lady 

Sir Tim. No, no, thou'rt modell ; that is to fay, a 
County Gentleman ; that is to fay. ill-bred ; that is to 
fay, a Foot, by Fortune, as the World goes. 

Bel. Neither, Sir 1 can love and tell it too— ^ 

and that you may believe me — —look on this Lady, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Look on this Lady, Sir— Ha, ha, ha, 

Well, Sir,— WeU, Sir- And what then? 

Bel. Nay, view her well, Sir 

Sir Tim. Pleafani this WeU FranJc, I do ^And 

what then ? 

Bel. Is fhe not charming fair — fair to a wonder I 

Sir Tim. WeU Sir, 'tis granted 

Bel. And canR thou think this Beauty meant for thee, 
for thee, dull common Man ? 

Sir Tim. Very well, what will he fay next ? 

Bel. 1 fay, let me no more fee thee approach this 
Lady. 

Sir Tim. How Sir, how? 

Btt. 
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BeL Not fpeak to her, not look on her by Hea- 
ven nor think of her. 

Sir Tim. How Franks art in earned. 

BeL Try, if thou dar'ft. 

Sir Tim. Not think of her ! 

Bel, No, not fo much as in a Dream, could I divine it 

Sir Tim. Is he in eameft, Mr. Friendlove f 

Friend. I doubt fo, Sir Timothy. 

Sir Tim. What, does he then pretend to your Sifter? 

BeL Yes, and no Man elfe (hall dare do (o. 

Sir Tim. Take notice I am affronted in your Lodg- 
ings for you Bellmour You take me for an Afs — 

therefore meet me to morrow Morning about five, with 
your Sword in your Hand, behind Southampton Houfe. 

Exit. 

BeL 'Tis well there we will difpute our Title to 

CeUnda. 

Dull A nimall The Gods cou'd n^er decree 

So bright a Maidflunid be poffeft by thee, [Exeunt 



ACT 11. SCENE I. 



A Palace. 

Enter Nurfe with a Light 

^^' WJ ^ L L, 'tis an endlefs trouble to have the 

VV Tuition of, a Maid in love, here is fuch 

Wiihing and Longing. — r-Ajid yet one muft force them 

to what they moft defire, before they will admit of it 

Here am I fent out a Scout of the Forlorn Hope, to dif- 

cover the Approach of the Enemy Well Mr. 

Bellmour^ you are not to know, 'tis with the Confent of 

Celinday that you come 1 muft bear all the blame, 

What Mifchief foever comes of thefe Night- Works. 

Enter 
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Enter BeUmour. 

Oh are you come Your Hour was Twelve, and now 

'tis aim oft Two. 

Bell. I could not get from Friendlove Thou haft 

not told Cdinda of my coming ? 

Nur. No, no, e'en make Peace for me, and your 
felftoo. 

Bell. I warrant thee Nurfe— Oh how I hope and fear 
this Nighes Succefs I \Exaint. 

SCENE, A Chamber. 

Celinda in her Night-AtHre, leaning on a TabU, 

Enter to her BeUmour and Nurfe. 

Cel. Oh Heavens \ Mr. Bellnwur at this htte Hotir in 

my Chamber ! 

Bell. Yes, Madam; but will approach no nearer till you 

And fure you know my Soul loo well to fear. 

Cel. I do Sir, and you may approach yet nearer, 
And let me know your Bufmefs. 

Bell. Love is my bus'nefs, that of all the World ; 
Only my Flame as much furmounts the refl, 
As is the Obje(?l of Beauty I adore. 

Cel. 1( this be all, to teU me of your Love, 
To morrow might have done as well. 

Bell. Oh no, to morrow would have been too late, 
Too late to make returns to all my Pain. 

What difagreeing thing offends your Eyes ? 

I've no Deformity about my Perfon ; 

I'm young, and have a. Fortune great as any 

That do pretend to ferve you ; 

And yet 1 find my Intereft in your Heart, 

Below thofe happy ones that are ray RiviOs. 

Nay, every Fool that can but plead his Title, 

And the poor Intereft that a Parent gives him, 

Can merit more than I. 

— What elfe, my lovely Maid, can give a freedom 

To that fame taking, idle, knighted Fop ? 

Cel. 
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Cel Oh, I am fo wretched to be his, 
Snrely I cannot live ; 
For, Sir, I mud confefs 1 cannot love him. 

JSeU. But thou may'ft do as had, and marry him, 
And that's a Sin ! cannot ovet-live ; 
N o, hear my Vows 

Cei. But are you. Sir, in eameft? 

Sell. In earned ? Yes, by all that's good I am ; 
I love you more than I do Life, or Heaven 1 

Or/. Oh what a picafure 'tis to hear him fay fo ! [AJiiU. 
— But pray, how long Sir, have you ioVd mc fo ? 

Sell. From the fiift moment ihat I faw your Eyes, 
Your charming killing Eyes, I did adore 'cm ; 
And ever fince have languilht Day and Night. 

A'ar. Come, come, ne'er ftand asking of Queftions, 
But follow your Inclinations, and take him at his Word. 

Bil. Celinda, take her Counfel, 
Perhaps this is the lad opportunity ; 
Nay, and by Heaven the laft of all my Life, 

If you refufc me now 

Say, will you never marry Man but mc? 

CeL Pray give me till to morrow. Sir, to anfwer you ; 
For I have yet fome Fears about my Soul, 
That take away my Red. 

BelU To morrow I You mud then marry Oh fatal 

Word ! Another \ a Bead, a Fool, that knows not how 
to value you, 

CeL Is't poflible my Fate fhou'd be fo near ? 

Nur. Nay then difpofe of your felf, I fay, and leave 
diffembhng j 'tis high lime. 

BelL This Night the Letter came, the dreadful News 
Of thy being married, and to morrow too. 
Oh anfwer me, or I ftiall die with Fear, 

Cel. 1 mud confefs it. Sir, without a blulh. 
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Heaven and my Father were inclin'd 
But I am all Obedience to their Wills. 
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YouTl want this pitying Senfe, and feel no Pantings, 
But thofe which Joys and Pleafures do create. 

Cel. Alas Sir ! what is't you'd have me to do ? 

Bell, Why — I wou'd have you love, and after that 
You need not be in(lru6led what to do. 
Give me your Faith, give me your folemn Vow 
To be my Wife, and 1 fhall be at Peace. 

Cel. Have you confidei^d, Sir, your own Condition ? 
Tis in your Uncle's Power to take your Fortune, 
If in your Choice you difobey his WilL 
— ^And Sir, you know that mine is much below you. 

Bell, Oh, I fhall calm his Rage, 
By urging fo much Reafon as thy Beauty, 
And my own Flame, on which my Life depends^ 

He now has kindly fent for me to London, 

I fear his Bus'nefs 

Yet if you'll yield to marry me, 

Well keep it fecret, till our kinder Stars 

Have made provifion for the bleft Difcovery. 

Come, give me your Vows, or we muft part for ever. 

Cel, Part ! Oh 'tis a fatal Word I 
I will do any thing to fave that Life, 
To which my own fo nearly is all/d. 

Enter Friendlove. 

Friend, So forward Sifter 1 

Bell. Ha, Friendlove 1 

Friend. Was it fo kindly done, to gain my Sifter 
Without my knowledge. 

Bell, Ah Friend I 'Twas from her felf alone 
That I wou'd take the Bleffing which I ask. 

Friend, And PU affift her. Sir, to give it you. 
Here, take him as an Honour, and l^ thankful. 

Bell. I as a Blefling fent from Heaven receive her, 
And e'er I fleep will juftify my Claim, 
And make her mine. 

Friend. Be not fo hafty, Friend : 
Endeavour firft to reconcile your Uncle to't 

Bell. By fuch Delays we're loft : Haft thou forgot ? 
To morrow (he's defign'd another's Bride ! 

Friend For that let me alone f evade. 

Bell. 
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BelL If you mud yet delay me, 
Give me leave not to intereil fuch Wealth withoat Security. 
And I, CelindOy will inflru^l you how to fatisfv my Fears. 

{Kneels^ and takes her hy the Hand, 

Bear witnefs to my Vows 

May every Plague that Heaven inflidls on Sin, 

Fall down in Thunder on my Head, 

If e'er I marry any but Celinda^ 

Or if I do not marry thee, fair Maid. 

Nur. Heartily fwom, as I vow. 

CeL And here I wifh as folemnly the iame : 

May an arrive to me, 

If e'er I marry any Man but Bellnumr \ 

Nur, We are Witneffes, as good as a thoufand. 

Friend But now, my Friend, Pd have you take 'your 
leave ; the day comes on apace, and you've not feen your 
Uncle fmce your Arrival. 

BelL Tis Death to part with thee, m^ fair Celinda ; 
But our hard Fates impofe this Separation : 
— Farewel — Remember thou'rt all mine. 

CeL What have I elfe of Joy to think upon ? 

Go — ^go— depart. 

BelL I will ^but 'tis a Mifers part with Gold, 

Or People full of Health depart from Life. 

Friend, Go, SiAer, to your Bed, and dream of him. 

\Ex, CeL and Nurfe. 

BelL Whilfl I prepare to meet this Fop to fight him. 

Friend, Hang him, he'll ne'er meet thee ; to beat a 
Watch, or kick a Drawer, or batter Windows, is the 
higheft pitch of Valour he e'er arriv'd to. 

Bell, However 111 expedl him, left he be fool-hardy 
enough to keep his Word. 

Friend Shall I wait on thee ? 

BelL No, no, there's no need of that Good mor- 
row, my beft Friend. 

Friend, But e'er you go, my deareft Friend and Brother, 
Now you are fure of all the Joys you wifh 
From Heaven, do not forgetful grow of that great Trufl 
I gave you of all mine ; but, like a Friend, 
ASift me in my great Concern of Love 

With 
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With fair Diana, your lovely Coiilin. 
You know how long 1 have ador'd that Maid ; 
But ftill her haughty Pride repcll'd my Flame, 
And all its fierce EfTorts. 

Sell. She has a Spirit equal to her Beauty, 
As mighty and tyrannick ; yet Ihe has Goodnefs, 
And I believe enough inclin'd to Love, 
When once her Pride's o'ercome. I have the Honour 
To be the Confident of all her Thoughts : 
And to au^ent thy Hopes, 'tis not long fince 
She did with Sighs confefs to me, Ihe loVd 
A Man, the faid, fcarce equal to her Fortune t 
But all my Intereil could not Icam the Objeift; 
But it mull needs be you, by what (he faid. 
This 111 improve, and fo to your Advantage — 

Frknd. I nither doubt thy ludullry, nor Love ;, 
Go, and be careful of my Intereft there, 
WhilH I prcfcrve thine as intirely here. \Ex, /ever ally. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Sir Timothy, Sham, and Sharp, 

Sharf. Good morrow, Sir Timothy ; what not yet rea- 
dy, and 10 meet Mr. Bellmour at Five ? the time's pa(L 

Sir Tim. —Ay Pox on't — I han't Ccpt to Night for 
thinking ont. 

Sham, Well. Sir Timothy, I have moil CKcellent News 
for you, that will do as well ; I have found out 

Sir Tint. A new Wench, IT] warrant But prithet^ 

Sham, I have other matters in hand ; 'Sheart, I am fo 
mortify'd with the fame thought of Fighting, that I Ihall 
hardly think of V7omankind again. 

Sharp. And you were fo forward. Sir Timothy 

Sir Tim. Ay Sharp, 1 am always fo when I am anp7 ; 
had I been but a little more provok'd then, that we might 
have gone to't when the heat was brislc, I had done well 
—but a Pox on't, this lighting in cool Blood I hate. 

Sham. 'Shaw, Sir, 'tis nothing, a Man wou'd do't for 
Exercifc in a Morning. 

Sir Tim. 
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n't than Exercife ; 
„ a Vein 

—but Slutnt, this Wounds, and Blood, founds terribly ia 
my Ears ; but fince thou fay'tl 'tis nothing, prithee do 
thou meet Bellmour in my flead : thou art a poor Dog, 
and 'tis ao matter if the World were well rid of thee. 
Sham- I wou'd do't with al! my Soul but your 



s but Cuflom that makes it 
t you the wife ■ 



Sir Tim. — My Honour ! ' 
honourable to fight Duels- 

Ilaiian thinks himfelf a Man of Honour -, and yet when 
did you bear of an Italian, that ever fought a Duel ? Is't 
not enough, that I am affronted, have my Miftrefs taken 
away before my Face, hear my ftlf call'd, dull, common 

Man, dull Aniinal, and the reft ? But I muft after all 

give him leave to kill me too, if he can And this is 

your damn'd Honourable Enghlh way of Ihewing a Man's 

SkiSn. I mufl confefs 1 am of your Mind, and there- 
fore have been ftudyjng a Revenge, fuitablc to the Af- 
front ; and if I can judge any thing, I have hit it. 

Sir Tim. Hall thou) dear Skairt^ out with it. 

Sham. Why Sir — what think you of debauching his 
SiAier) 

Sir Tim. Why, is there fuch a thing in Nature ? 

Sham. You Imow he has a Sifter, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Yes, rich, and fair. 

Sham. Both, or ft\e were not worthy of your Revenge. 

Sir Tim. Oh, how I love Revenge, that has a double 

Pleafure in it and where is this fine piece of 

Temptation ? 

Sham. In being, Sir but Sharp here, and I, have 

been at fome coft in finding her out 

Sir Tim. Ye Ihall be overpaid^thcre's Gold, my little 
Maquere but (he's very handfom ? 

Sharp. As a Goddefs, Sir. 

Sir Tim. And art thou fure (he will be leud ? 

Sharp. Are we fure (he's a Woman, Sir ? Sure 

(he's in her Teens, has Pride and Vanity and two 

or three Sins more that 1 eou'd name, all which never 



< 



26 The TowN-For; or 

feil to aflift a Woman in Debauchery— But Sir, there are 
certain People that belong to her, that mufl be confidei'd 
too. 

Sir Tim. Stay Sir, e'er I part with more Money, 111 
be certain what returns 'twill make me — that is, I'll fee 
the Wench, not to inform my felf, how well I like her, 
for that 1 fhall do, becaufe Ihe is new, and Beilmour's 
Sifter but to find what polTibility there is in gain- 
ing her. — 1 am us'd to thefe things, and can gucfs finm a 

Look, or a Kifs, or a Touch of the Hand but then I 

warrant, 'twill come to Ihe knowledge of Selty Fiauiiiit. 

Sham. What, Sir, then it Icems you doubt us ? 

Sir Tim. How do you mean, your Honcfty or Judg- 
ment ? I can aCTure you, 1 doubt both. 

Sharp. How Sir, doubt our Honefty ! 

Sir Tim. Yes why 1 hope neither of you pre- 
tend to cither, do you ? 

Sham. Why, Sir, what do you take us for Cheats? 

Sit Tim. As errant, as any's in Chriftendom. 

Sharp. How, Sir ? 

Sir Tim, Why how now what fly in my Face ? 

Are your Stomachs fo queafy, that Cheat won't down 
with you ? 

Sham. Why Sir we arc Gentlemen ; and tho our 

ill Fortune have thrown us on your Bounty, we are not 
to be tenn'd 

Sir Tim- Why, you pair of He^ors whence this 

Impudence ? Do ye know me, ye Raggamuffins ? 

Sham. Yes, but we knew not that you were a Coward 
before. You talkt big, and huft whcre-e'er you came, 

like an errant Bully ; and fo long we reverencd you 

but now we find, you have need of our Courage, well 
fland on our Reputations. 

Sir TiiH. Courage and Reputation ! ha, ha, ha — 

why, ye loufy Tatterdemalltons dare yc talk of Cou- 
rage and Reputation ? 

Sharp. Why, Sir, who dares queflion either ? 

Sir Tim. He that dares try it [A'ieki 'em. 

Sharp. Hold, Sir, hold. 

Sham. Enough, enough, we arc fatisiyd. 

Sir Tim. 
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Sir Tim, So am not I, ye mangy Mungrds, till I have 
kickt Courage and Reputation out of ye. 

Sham* Hold there Sir, 'tis enough, we are fatisfy'd, 
that you have Courage. 

Sir Tim, Oh, are you fo ? then it feems I was not to be 
bdiev'd — I told you I had Coura^ when I was angry. 

Sfuxm. Ay Sir, we have prov'd it, and will now fwear k. 
But we had an IncHnation to ^, Sir. 

Sir Tim, And all you did, was but to try my Courage, 
hah! 

Sharp, On our Honours, nothing elfe. Sir Timothy, 

Sir Tim, Tho I know ye to be curled cowardly lying 
Rogues, yet becaufe I have ufe of ye, I mufl forgive ye. 
Here, kifs my Hand, and be forgiven. 

Sham, Tis an Honour we are proud of. Sir. 

Sir Tim, Oh is it fo, Rafcallians % then I hope I am 
to fee the Lady without Indentures. 

Sharp, Oh, Lord, Sir, any thing we can ferve you in. 

Sham, And I have brib d her Maid to bring her this 
Morning into the Mall. 

Sir Tim, Well, let's about it then ; for I am for no 

fighting to day— lyyc hear Boy Let the Coach be 

r^y whilft I get my felf dreft. 

Boy, The Coach, Sir ! Why you know Mr. Shatter 
haspawn'd the Horfes. 

Su: Tim, I had forgot it A pox on*t, this 'tis to 

have a Partner in a Coach ; by Fortune, I mull marry 
and fet up a whole one. [Exit, 

SCENE III. 

Enter Charles Bellmour, and Trudy. 

Truffy, Mr. Charles^ your Brother, my young Mailer 
Bellmour, is come. 

Char, I'm glad on't ; my Uncle began to be impatient 
that he came not, you faying you left him but a day's 
Journey behind you yeflerday. My Uncle has fomething 
of importance to {^.y to him, I fancv it may be about a 

Marriage between mm and my Laay Diana fuch a 

Whifper I heard — 

B 2 Trujly, 
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TruJIy. Ay many Sir, that were a Match indeed, (he 
being your Uncle's only Heir. 

Char. Ay, but Ihey are Sifters Children, and too near 
a-kin to be happy. 

Tru/iy. 'Twere pity my young Mafter fliou'd be unhap- 
py in a Wife ; for he is uie fweeccft-natur'd Gentleman — 
But one Comfort is, Mr. CharUs, you, and your Siller 
Mrs. Phillis, will have your Portions alTign'd you if he 

Char. Yes, that he can't deny us the very Day after his 
Marriage. 

Trufiy. I fhall be glad to fee you all difpos'd of well ; 
hut I was half afraid, your Brother would have married 
Mrs. Celinda Frifndlovs, to whom he made notable Love 
in York/hire I thought ; not but fhe's a fine Lady ; but 
her Fortune is below that of my young Mailer's, as much 

as my I.ady Diand% is above his But fee they come ; 

let us retire, to give 'em leave to talk alone. \Exeunl. 

Enter Lord Plolwell, and Belbnour. 

Lard. And well Frank, how doft thou find thyfdf io- 

din'd ? thou Ihoud'tl begin to think of fomething more 

- than Books. Do'ft thou not wifli to know the Joys that arc 

to be found in a Woman, Frank f I well remember at 

thy Age I fancy'd a thoufand fine things of that kind. 

Sell. Ay, my Lord, a thoufand more perhaps than are 
to be found. 

Lord. Not fo ; but I confefs, Frank, unlefs the Lady 
be fair, and there be fome Love too, 'tis not altogether 
fo well ; therefore I, who am iUU bufy for thy good, 
have fix'd upon a Lady 

Bell. Ha! 

Lord. What doft ftart I Nay, ITI warrant thee fliell 

SIcafc ; A Lady rich, and fair, and nobly bom, and thou 
lalt marry her, Frank. 

Bell. Marry her, my Lord 

Lord. Why yes, many her 1 hope you are none 

of the faffiionable Fops, tnat are always m Mutiny againfl 
Marriage, who never think themfelves very witty, but 
when they rail againfl Heaven and a Wife But Frank, 
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I have found better Principles in thee, and thou haR the 
Reputation of a fober young Gentleman ; thou art, be- 
fides, a Man of great Fortune, Frank. 

Bell. And therefore, Sir, ought the lefs to be a Slave. 

Lord. But, Frank, we are made for one another ; and 
ought, by the Laws of Cod, to communicate our Blcf- 
fmgs. 

Bill. Sir, there are Men -enough, filter much than I, 
to obey ihofe Laws ; nor do I think them made for every 

Lord. But, Frank, you do not know what a Wife I 
have provided for you, 

Bi:!l. Tis enough to know Ihc's a Woman, Sir. 

Lord. A Woman ! why, what Ihou'd Ihe be clfe ? 

Bell. An Angel, Sir, e'er (he can be my Wife. 

Lord. In good lime : but this is a Mortal, Sir — and 

nuift ferve your turn but, Frank, (he is the fined 

Mortal 

Bell. 1 humbly beg your Pardon, if I tell you. 
That had fhe Beauty fuch as Hcav'n ne'er made, 
Nor meant again t'inrich a Woman with, 
It cou'd not take my Heart 

Lord. But, Sir, perhaps you do |nol guefs the Lady, 

Bell. Or cou'd I, Sir, it cou'd not change my Nature. 

Lord. Bui, Sir, fuppofe it be my Niece Diana. 

Bell. How, Sir I the fair Diana / 

Lord. I thought thou'dO come about again ; 
What Ihink you now of Woman-kind, and .Wedlock ) 

Bell. As I did before, my Lord. 

Lord. What, thou canft not think I am in earned ; 1 
confefs, Frank, (he is above thee in point of Fortune, 
ftie being my only Heir but fuppofe tis (he. 

BeU. Oh I'm undone ! Sir, I dare not fuppofe (o 

greatly in favour of my fdf. 

Lord. But, Frank, you mull needs fuppofe 

Bell. Oh. I am ruin'd, loft, for ever loli 

Lord. What do you mean. Sir ? 

Bell. I mean, I cannot marry fair Diana. 

Lord Death 1 how's this 7 

Bell. She is a thing above my humble wifhes 

B 3 Lord. 



1 



30 The Town-Fop; or, 

Lord. Is that all ? Take you no care for that ; for Ihe 
loves you already, and I have refolv'd it, which is better 

BelL Love me, Sir ! I know fhe cannot, 
And Heav'a forbid that 1 Ihould injure her. 

Lord. Sir, this is a Put-oiT: rcfolve quickly, or 111 
compel you. 

Bill. You wou'd not ufe Extremity ; 
What is the Forfeit of my Difobedience ? 

Lord. The lofs of aJl your Fortune, 
If you Tcfbfe the Wife I have provided—— 
Efpeeiatly a handfom Lady, as ihe is, Frank, 

Bell. Oh me, unhappy ! 
What curfcd Laws provided this Severity f 

Lord. Even thofc of your Father's Difpofal, who fee- 
ing fo many Examples in this leud Age, of the ruin of 
whole Families by imprudent Marriages, provided other- 
wife for you. 

Bell. But Sir, admit Diana be inclin'd. 
And I (by my unhappy Stars fo curs'd) 
Should be unable to accept the Honour. 

Lord How, Sir ! admit ! — 1 can no more admit, 
TTian you can fuppofc therefore give me your final 

BelL Sir, can you think a BlefTing e'er can fall 
Upon that Pair, whom Interefl. joins, not Love? 

Lord. Why, whafs in Diana, that you Ihou'd not love 
her? 

Bell, I mud confefs (he has a thoufand Virtues, 
The lead of which wou'd bids another Man ; 
But, Sir, 1 hope, if 1 a.m fo unhappy 
As not lo love that Lady, you will pardon me. 

Lord. Indeed, Sir, but I will not ; love me this Lady, 
and marry me this Lady, or I will leach you what it is to 
refiifc fuch a Lady. 
Btll. Sir, 'tis not in my powerto obey you. 
Lord. How I not in your pow'rf 
Bell. No, Sir, 1 fee my fatal Ruin in your E3VS, 
And know too well your Force, and my own Mifery. 

— But Sir — when I Ihall tell you who I've married 

Lord. 
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Lard. Who youVe married ;— By all that's iacredy if 
that be true, thou art undone for ever. 

Bell. O hear me, Sir ! 
I came with Hopes to have found you mercifuL 

Lard, £xpe6l none from me ; no, thou (halt not have 
fo much of tny Edate, as will afford thee Bread : 
By Heav'n, thou (halt not. 

BelL Oh pity me, my Lord, pity my Youth ; 
It is no Beggar, not one bafdy bom, 
That I have given my Heart to, but a Maid, 
Whofe Birth, whofe Beauty, and whofe Education 
Merits the befl of Men. 

Lard Very fine I where is the Priefl that durfl dispofe 
of you without my Order ? Sirrah, you are my Slave— 

at Icaft your whole Ellate is at my mercy ^and be* 

fides. 111 charge you with an Adlion of 5000/. for your 
ten Years Maintenance : Do you know that this is in my 
power too ? 

BelL Yes, Sir, and dread your Anger worfe than 
Death. 

Lard Oh Villain ! thus to dafh my Expectation I 

BelL Sir, on my bended Knees, thus low I fall 
To beg your mercy. 

Lard Yes, Sir, I will have mercy ; 

Fll give you Lodging ^but in a Dungeon, Sir, 

Where you fhall ask your Food of Paflers by. 

Bell, All this, I know, you have the Pow'r to do : 
But, Sir, were I thus cruel, this hard Ufage 
Would give me Caufe to execute it 
I wear a Sword, and I dare right my felf ; 
And Heaven wou'd pardon it, if I fhould kill you : 
But Heav'n forbid I fhou'd correal that Law, 
Which gives you Power, and Orders me Obedience. 

Lard Very well Sir, I fhall tame that Courage and 
punifh that Harlot, whoe'r fhe be, that has feduc'd ye. 

BelL How, Harlot, Sir! Death, fuch another 

Word, 
And thro all Laws and Reafon I will rufh, 
And reach thy Soul, if mortal like thy Body. 

No Sir, fhe's chafle, as are the new-made Vows 

64 I 



32 



The TowN-Fop; or. 



\pra 



I breath'd upon her Lips, when laJl we parted. 

Lord. Who waits there? 

Enter Trufty and Seroanls. 

Shall I be murder'd in my own Houfe? 

Tis time you were remov'd 

Go get an Aflion of 5000/. enter'd againll him. 
With Officers to arreft him. 

Tnifty. My Lord, 'tis my young Mailer Bellmour. 

Lord. Ye all doat upon him, but he's not the Man f 
take him for. 

Trujfy. How, my Lord I not this Mr. Sellmour ! 

Lor£ Dogs,obcy me. [Offers to ^ 

Bell. Stay, Sir oh, (lay— what will become of m 

Twere better that my Life were bfl, than Fortune — 
For that being gone, Celinda mull not love rae. 

But to die wretchedly 

Poorly in Prifon— whilil I can manage this — 
Is below him, that does adore Celinda. 
m kiU my felf— but then— I kill Celinda. 
Shou'd I obey this Tyrant — then too Ihe dies. 
Yes Sir — You may be cruel — take the Law, 
And kill me quickly, 'twill become your Juflice. 

\lVee^. 

Lard. Was I eall'd back for this? Yes, I (hall take it, 
Sir i do not fear, lOfiri toga. 

Bell. Yet, ftay Sir— Have you lofl all Humanity 1 
Have you no Senfe of Honour, nor of Horrors ? 

Lord. Away with him— go, be gone. 

Bell. Stay, Sir, Oh God ! what is't you'd hare i 
do) 

— Here — 1 refign myfelf unto your Will — 
But Oh Celinda I what will become of thee 1 [t*V<g 
Yes, I will marry — and Diana too. 

Lord. 'Tis well you will ; had I not been good-n 

You had been undone, and mifs'd Diana too. 

Bell. But mud I marry needs marry. Sir ) 

Or lofe my Fortune, and my Liberty, 
Whilft all my Vows are given to another ? 
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Lard. By all means, Sir- 



Bell. If I mud marry any but CeUnda^ 
I (hall not, Sir, enjoy one moment's Blifs : 
I (hall be quite unman'd, cruel and brutal ; 
A Bead, unfafe for Woman to converfe with. 
Beiides, Sir, I have given my Heart and Faith, 
And mv fecond Marriage is Adulterv. 

Lori, Heart and Faith, I am glaa 'tis no worfe ; if the 
Ceremony of the Church has not pail, 'tis well enough. 

Bell. AU Sir, that Heaven and Love requires, is paft 

Lord. Thou art a Fool, Franks come — —dry thy 
Ejres, 
And receive Diana Truffy^ call in my Niece. 

BtlL Yet, Sir, relent, be kind, and (ave my SouL 

[Ex. Truffy. 

Lord No more ^by Heaven, if thou reuft my Will, 

ni make a ftrange Example of thee, and of that Woman, 
whoe'er ihe be, that drew thee to this Folly. Faith and 
Vows, quoth ye I 

BelL Then I obey. 

Enter Trudy and Diana. 

Lord Look ye here, Frank \ is this a Lady to be 
diflik'd? 

Come hither, Frank^Truffy, hade for Dr. TickleUxt, 
my Chaplain's not in Town ; 111 have them indantly 

married Come hither, Z?ft»M— — will you marry 

your Coudn Frank Bellmour ? 

Dia. Yes, if it be your pleafure; Heaven cou'd not 
let U3X a greater BleiTmg. \Afidi. 

Lord And you, Franks will you marry my Niece 
JHanal 

BelL Since you will have it fo. 

Lord Come follow me then, and you fliall be both 
pleas'd. 

BelL Oh my Cellinda \ 

Toprejerve thee^ what i^i I woiid not do ? 

Forfeit my Heaven^ nay more^ I forfeit you. [Exit 
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SCENE IV. The Street. 

Enter Sir Timothy Tawdrey, Sham, aad Sharp. 

Sir Tim. Now Sham, art not thou a damn'd l)ring 
Rogue, to make me faunter up and down the Mali all 
this Morning, after a Woman that thou know'fl in thy 
Confcience was not likely to be there 1 

Sham, Why, Sir — if her Maid will be a jilting Whore, 
how can I help it ? — Sharp, thou know*ft we prefented 
her handfomly, and (he protefled (he'd do't 

Shard. Ay, ay, Sir: But the Devil a Maid we faw. 

[Afide.] 

Sham, Sir, it may be Things have fo fallen out, that 
fhe could not poflibly come. 

Sir Tim. Things I a Pox of your Tricks — ^Well, I fee 
there's no trufting a poor Devil — ^Well, what Device will 
your Roguefliip mid out to cheat me next ? 

Sham. Prithee help me out at a dead hft. Sharp. 

[Afide. 

Sharp. Cheat you Sir ! if I ben*t reveng'd on this 

She-Counfellor of the Patching and Painting, this Letter-in 
of Midnight Lovers, this Receiver of Bribes for ilol'n 
Pleafures ; may I be condemned never to make Love to 
any thing of higher Quality. 

Sir Tim. Nay, nay, no threatning, Sharp ; it may be 
fhe's innocent yet — Give her t'other Bribe, and try what 
that will do. [Gives him Money. 

Sham. No, Sir, 1*11 have no more to do with frail Wo- 
man, in this Cafe ; I have a furer way to do your Bufi- 
nefs. 

Enter Page with a Letter. 

Sir Tim. Is not that Bellmout^s Page ? 

Sharp. It is, Sir. 

Sir Tim. By Fortune, the Rogue's looking for me ; he 
has a Challenge in his hand too. 

Sham. No matter. Sir, huff it out. 

Sir Tim. Prithee do thee huff him, thou know'ft the 
way on't 

Sham. 
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Sham, What's your Bus'nefs with Sir Timothy , Sirl 

Page, Mine, Sir, I don't know the Gentleman ; pray 
which is he? 

Sir Tim, I, I, 'tis fo Pox on him. 

Sharp. Well, Boy, I am he— What— Your Mailer. 

Page, My Mailer, Sir 

SMTp, Are not you Bellmouf^s Page ? 

Page. Yes, Sir. 

Sharp, Wen, your News. 

Page, News Sir ? I know of none, but of my Mailer's 
being this Morning 

Sir Tim, Ay, there it is — ^behind Southampton Houfe. 

Page, Married this Morning. 

Sir Tim, How ! Married ! 'Slife, has he ferv'd me fa 

Sham, The Boy is drunk — Bellmour married ! 

Page. Yes indeed, to the Lady Diana, 

Sir Tim, Diana \ Mad by Fortune ; what Diana ? 

Page, Niece to the Lord Plotwell, 

Sir Tim, Come hither Boy Art thou fure of this ? 

Page, Sir, I am fure of it ; and I going to befpeak 
Mufioc for the Ball anon. 

Sir Tim, What hafl thou there— a Letter to the Divine 
Celinda ? 
A dainty Boy-rthere's Money for thee to buy Nickers. 

Page, I humbly thank you. {Exit 

Sharp. Well, Sir, if this be true, Celinda will be glad 
of you again. 

Sir Tim, Ay, but I will have none of her— For, look 
Tou Sham^ there is but two forts of Love in this World — 
Now I am fure the Rogue did love her ; and fince it was 
not to marry her, it was for the thing you wot on, as ap- 

gears by his writing to her now — But yet, I will not be- 
eve what this Boy faid, till I fee it 

Sham, Faith Sir, I have thought of a thing, that may 
both clear your doubt, and give us a little Mirth. 

Sir Tim, I conceive thee. 

Sham, I know /are quick of Apprehenfion, Sir Timo- 
thy, 

Sir Tim, O your Servant, dear Sham But to let 

thee fee, I am none of the duUefl, we are to jig it in 
Maiquerade this Evening, hah. Sham^ 
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Sham. Faith Sir, you have it, and there you mity have 
an Opportunity to court Bellmaur's Sifter. 

Sir Tim. 'Tis a good Motion, and wc ivil] follow it ; 
fend to the Duke's Houfc, and borrow fomc Habits pre- 
fently. 

Sham, m about it, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Make hafte to my Lodging Bui harkye — 

not a word of this to Belty Fltnintit, (hell be up in Anns 
thefe two Days, if Ihc go not with us; and tho I think 
the fond Devil is true to me, yet it were worfe than 
Wedlock, if I fhould be fo to her loo. 

Tha Whores iti all things elfi the AfaJUry gel. 
In this aione, tike Wives, they mujljubmit. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

riu Street. 

Enter Lord FlotwcU, BcUmour/fiuAVff'fn Diana, yii/Zou/i/ 

by Charles BtUniour, Phillis, anil other Ladies and 

Cenilemen. [Mn/!ci- plays, till they arc all/eaUd. 

Lord. T T ERE Nephew, I ref.Rn that Truft, which 

\^ Y was reposed in toe by your dead Father ; 

which was, that on your WeddioK-Day I (hould thus 

make you Mafter of your whole Fortune, you being mar. 

Tied to my liking And now Charles, and you my 

Niece Phillis, you may demand yo'jr Portions to morrow, 
if you pleafe ; for he is obhg'd to pay you the Day after 
that of his Marriage. 
Phil. There's tim.e enough, my Lord. 
Lord. Come, come Ladies, in troth you muft take but 
little Refl to Night, in complaifance to the Bride and 
Bridegroom, who, I believe, will take but \a^c—Friutk 
— why Frank — what, haft thou chang'd thy Humoui 
with thy Condition 1 Thou wert not wont to hear the 
Mulick play in vain. Bill. 
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BelL My Lord, I cannot dance. 

Dia. Indeed, you're wondrous fad, 
And I, methinks, do bear thee Company, 
I know not why ; and yet excelis of J oy 
Have had the £ame Effeifls with equal GrieL 

BelL Tis true, and I have now felt the Extremes of 
both. 

Lord. Why Nephew Charles— hzs your Breeding at 
the Academy inftrudled your Heels in no Motion f 

Char, My Lord, 111 make one. 

PhiL And I another, for Joy that my Brother's made 
happy in fo fair a Bride. 

jBelL Hell take your Ignorance, for thinking I am 

— Wou'd Heaven wou'd ftrike me dea(L 

That by the lofs of a poor wretched Life 

I might preferve my Soul — But Oh my Error I 

That has already damn'd it felf, when it confcntcd * 

To break a facred Vow, and marry here. 

Z^ord, Come, come, begin, begin, Mufick to your 
Office. [Soft MuOck. 

BelL Why does not this hard Heart, this (lubbom 
Fugitive, 
Break with this Load of Grief? but like ill Spirits 
It promised fair, till it had drawn me in, 
And then betray'd me to Damnation. 

Dion* There^ fomething of diforder in his Soul, 
Which I'm on fire to know the meaning of. 
Enter Sir Timothy, Sham, and Sharp, in Mafquerade. 
Sir Tim, The Rogue is married, and I am fo pleas'd, I 
can forgive him our lafl Night's Quarrel. Prithee Sharp, 
if thou canfl learn that young Thing's Name, 'tis a pretty 
airy Rogue, whilft I go talk to her. 
Sharp. I will. Sir, 1 wilL 

[One goes to take out a Lady. 
Char, Nay, Madam, you mufl dance. [Dance. 

BelL I hope you will not call it Rudenefs, Madam, if 
I refiife you here. 

[The Lady that darned goes to take out the Brides 
^room. After the Dance fhe takes out Sir Timo- 
thy, th^ walk to a Courant. And 
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Am I flill tame and patient with my Ills ? 
Gods ! what is Man, that he can live and beary 
Yet know his Power to rid himfelf of Grief? 
I will not live ; or if my Deftiny 
Compel me to*t, it (hall be worfe than dying. 
Enter Page with a Table-Bo^, 

Bell Whaf s this ? 

Page, The Anfwer of a Letter, Sir, yoit fent the di- 
vine Celinda ; for fo it was dire<5led. 

Bell. — Hah — Celinda — in my Croud of Thoughts 

I had forgot I fent — come nearer Boy 

— What did (he fay to thee ?— Did (he not fmile ? 
And ufe thee with Contempt and Scorn ? — tell me. 

Page, How fcom, Sir ! 

BelL Or fhe was angry— call'd me perjur'd Wlain, 
Falfe, and forfwom nay, tell me truth. 

Pa^e, How, Sir ? 

Bell. Thou dod delay m e ■ f ay (he did, and pleafe 
me. 

Page, Sir ! 

Bell, Again—tell me, what anfwer, Rafcal, did (he 
fend me ? 

Page, You have it. Sir, there in the Table-Book. 

Bdl, Oh 1 am mad, and know not what I do. 
— Prithee forgive me. Boy — take breath my Soul, 

Before thou do'fl begin ; for this perhaps, may be 

So cruel kind. 

To leave thee none when thou had ended it 

[opens Uf and reads* 

LETTER. 

I HA VE took in the Poifon which you fenty in thofe 
few fatal IVords, " Forgive me, my Celinda, I am 

married** 'Twas thus you faid And I have only 

Life to return, " Forgive me my fweet Bellmour, / am 
dead:' 

CELINDA 
Can 



Sir Timothy Tawdrey. 39 

Can I hear this, and live ? 1 am a Villain ! 

In my Creation deflin*d for all Mifchief, 

— ^To commit Rapes, and Murders, to break Vows, 

As fail as Fools do Jefls. 

Come hither, Boy 

And faid the Lady nothing to thee ? 

Page, Yes, e'er fhe read the Letter, ask*d your Health, 
And Joy difpers'd it felf in Blufhes thro her Cheeks. 

Bell. Her Beauty makes the very Boy adore it. 

Page. And having read it, 
She drew her Tablets from her Pocket, 
And trembling, writ what I have brought you. Sir. 

BelL Tho I before had loaded up my Soul 
With Sins, that wou'd have wcigh'a down any other, 
Yet this one more it beats, the Sin of Murder ; 

And holds out ftill What have I more to do, 

But being plung*d in Blood, to wade it thro ? 
Enter Friendlove in Mafquerade. 

Friend, There flands the Traitor, with a guilty Look, 
That Traitor, who the eafier to deceive me, 
Betra/d my Sifter ; yet till I came and faw 
The Perjury, I could not give a Faith to't 
By Heaven, Diana loves him, nay doats on him, 
I find it in her Eyes ; all languiftiing. 
They feed the Fire in his : arm'd with a double Rage, 
I know I (hall go thro with my Revenge. 

Sir Tim, Fair Maid 

Phil, How do you know that, Sir ? 

Sir Tim, I fee /are fair, and I guefs you're a Maid. 

Phil, Your Guefs is better than your Eye-fight, Sir. 

Sir Tim, Whatever you are, by Fortune, I wilh you 
would permit me to love you with all your Faults. 

Phil, You ? Pray who are you ? 

Sir Tim, A Man, a Gentleman — and more, a Knight 
too by Fortune. 

Phil, Then 'twas not by Merit, Sir But how fhall 

I know you are either of tnefe ! 

Sir Tim, That Pm a Man, the Effe^ls of my vigorous 

Fkune (hall prove a Gentleman, my Coat of Arms 

fhall teftify ; and I have the King's Patent for my Title. 

Phil. 
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Phil. For the fivd you may Ihank your Youth, for the 
next your Father, and the iaft your Money. 

Sir Tim. By Fortune, I love thee for thy Pertnefs, 

Phil Is it pofTible you can love at all ) 

Sir Tim. As much as I dare. 

PM. How do you mean ? 

Sir Tim. Not to be taught at ; 'tis not the Mode to 
lovc much : A Platonick Fop I have heard of. but tliis is 
an Age of Sheer Enjoyment, and little Love goes to that j 
we have found it incommode, and lofs of tune, to make 
long AddrefTes. 

£"»/fr Celinda /ijf a Bay. 

Phil. I find, Sir, you and I (hall never agree upon 
this matter ; 
But fee, here's more Company. 

Cel. Oh Heaven I 'tis tnie.thefc Eyes confirm my Fate. 
Yonder he is — and that fair fulendid Thing, 
That gazes on him with fuch kind Defire, 
Is my blcA Rival— Oh he is married ! 
—Gods ! And yet you let him live ; 
Live too with all his Charms, as fine and ga^. 
As if you meant he fhou'd undo all eafy Maids, 
And Icill 'em for their Sin of loving him. 
Wretched CeSinda \ 

But I muft turn my Eyes from looking on 
The fatal Triumphs of my Death— Which of all thefe 
Is my Brother ? Oh that is he ; I know him 
By the Habit he fent for to the Play-Houfc. 
And hither he's come in Mafquerade, 
I know with fome Defign againft my Bellnwur, 
Whom tho he kill me, I mufl dill prcferve : 
Whim I, loft in dcfpair, thus as a Boy 
Will feek a Death from any welcome Hand, 
Since I want Courage to perform the Sacrifice. 

Enter one and dances an Entry, and a Jig at Ihi 
end en't. 

Lord. Enough, enough at this time, let's fee the Bride 
to bed, the Bridegroom thinks it long. 

Friend. Hell ! Can I endure to hear all this with Pa- 
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Shall he dqpart with Life to enjoy my Right, 
And to deprive my Sifter of her due t 
—-Stay, ftay, and refign 
That Virgin. 

Bell. Who art thou that dayft lay a Gaim to ought 
that's here ? 
Friend. This Sword (hall anfwerye. [Draws. 

Bell. Tho I could fpare my Life, I'll not be robl^d of 
it [Drhtifs. 

Dian. Oh my dear Bellmour / 
[All draw on Bellmour'jy^ — Diana holds Bellmour, 
Celinda runs between their Swords, and defends 
Bellmour; Sir Tim. Sham, and Sharp draw^and 
run into/everal Comers j withfigns of Fear. 
Friend. Who art thou, that thus tondly guard'ft his 
Heart f [r^ Celinda. 

Be gone, and let me meet it 

CeU 'niat thou mayft do thro mine, but no way elfe. 
Friend. Here are too many to encounter, and 111 de- 
fer my Vengeance. 
Cnar. Stay, Sir, we muft not part fa 

[Ex. Drawing at the fame Door, that Sir Tim. is 
fneaking out at. 
Come back I fay. [Pulls in Sir Tim. 

Slave ! Doft thou tremble ? 

Sir Tim. Sir, Pm not the Man you look for— — — 
By Fortune, Sham, we^e all undone : 
He has miftook me for the fighting FeUow. 
Char. Villain, defend thy Life. 

Sir Tim, Who, I, Sir f I have no quarrel to you, nor 
no Man breathing, not I, by Fortune. 
Cel. This Coward cannot be my Brother ? [AJide, 

Char. What made thee draw upon my Brother? 
Sir Tim. Who, I, Sir ? by Fortune I love him — I draw 
upon him ! 

Char. I do not wonder thou canft lye, for thou'rt a 
Coward ! Didft not thou draw upon him ? Is not thy 

Sword yet out ? 
Did I not fee thee fierce, and adlive too, as if thou hadft 
dai'd? 

Sir Tim, 
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Sne, Sir 
1 



Sir: a Pox of all Mift 



and Mafqueradings I fty this was your Plot, S) 

Ckar. Shew then thy Face. 

Sir Tim. I'il be hang'd firil, by Fortune ; for t 
be plain 'twas I. becaufe I challcng'd Bdnumr I; _ . 

and broke my AnignH.tion this MamLng. \AJidt. 

Char. Shew thy Face without delay, or 

Sir Tim. My Face, Sir ( I protell, by Fortune, 'tis not 
worth feeing. 

Ckar. Then Sirrah, you arc worth a kicking take 

that and tliat \Kicks him. 

Sir Tim. How Sir I how f 

Chiw. So Sir, fo. [Kicks him again. 

Sir Tim. Have a care, Sir by Fonune, I thall lig&tJ 

with a little more. 

Char. Take that to raifc you. [Striies hi 

Sir Tim. Nay then I araangry.and I dare fighL 

\Thcy fight o. 

Lord. Go, Ladies, fee the Bride to her Chamber. 

[Ex. fVomm. I 

Bell. Thp Knight, Sir Timothy Ta-wdrey \ 

The Rafcal mift me at the appomted place, 

And comes to attack me here \Tumi to CdL 

Brave Youth, I know not how 

I came to merit this Relief from thee : 

Sure thou art a Strajiger to me, thou'rt fo kind. 

Ctl, Sir, I believe thofe happy ones that know you 
Had been far kinder, but I'm mdced a Stranger. 

Bell. Mayd thou ever be fo to one fo wretched ; 
I will not ask thy Name, left knowing it, 
{I'm fuch a Monfler) I ihould ruin thee 

Cel. Oh how he melts my Soul ! I cannot flay, 
Left Grief, my Sex, my Bus'nefs ftiou'd betray. ['^AAhl 

Farewel Sir 

May you be happy in the Maid you love. 

\Exit. CeL 

Eell. O doft thou mock my Griefs 1 by Heaven he did. 
Stay, Sir, he's gone. 
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Enter Charles Bellinour. 

Char. The Rogue took Courage, when he faw there 
was no Remedy ; but there's no hurt done on either fide. 

Lord, 'Tis fit fiich as he (hou'd be chaflis'd, that do 
abufe Hofpitality. Come, come, to Bed ; the Lady, Sir, 
expe€lsyou. 

BelL Gentlemen, good Night [Exit 

Enter Diana. Scene a Bed-chamber. 

DicL I long to know the Caufe of Beilmour's Diforder 
to Night, and here he comes. 

Enter Bellmour, Lord, Charles, and the reft. 

Char. Shan't we fee you laid, Brother ? 

Beil. Yes, in my Grave, dear Charles ; 
But VVL excufe that Ceremony here. 

Char. Good Night, and no Reil to you, Brother. 

\Ex. all but Belhnour and Diana. 

Dia. Tin now, my Bellmour^ I wanted Opportunity 
To ask the Caufe, why on a joyfiil Day, 
When HeaVn has join'd us by a facred Tie, 
Thou droop'fl like early Flowers with Winter-ftorms, 

Bell. Thou art that Winter-dorm that nips my Bud ; 
All my young fpringing Hopes, my gay Defires, 
The profpeA of approaching Joys of Love, 
Thou in a haplefs Minute hafl took from me, 
And in its room, 
Hafl given me an eternal Defperation. 

Dia. Have ye then given me Vows ye can repent oft 

Bell. I given ye Vows ! be witnefs, ye juft Pow'rs, 
How far I was from giving any Vows : 
No, no, Diana, I haa none to give. 

Dia, No Vows to give I 
What were they whidi unto the Holy Man 
Thou didfl repeat, when I was made all thine ? 

Bell, The Effedls of low Submiffion, fuch as Slaves 
Condemn'd to die, 3rield to the angry Judge. 

Dia, Dofl thou not love me then ? 

Bell. Love thee ! No, by Heaven : yet wifh I were 
fo happy. 
For thou art wondrous fair and wondrous good. 

Dia. 
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Dia. Oh what a Defeat is here ! 
The only Man, who from all Nature's (lore 
1 found moil charming, fit for my Dei'ires ; 
And now after a thoufajul Expeiitalions, 
Such as alt Maids that love like me do hope, 
Tuft reatly for the higheft Joys of Love ! 
Then to be met thus cold nay worfe, with fcotn. « 

Why fince you could not love me, did you marry B" 

Bill. Becaufe I was BeaB, a very ViUain ! 
That ftak'd a wretched Fortune to all my Joys of Life, 
And like a prodigal Gamefter loft that a!L 

Dia. How durft you, Sir, knowing my Quality, 
Return me this falfe Pay, for Love fo true ? 
Was this a Eleauty, Sir, to be reglefled ? 

Bell. Fair angry Maid, frown on, frown til! you kill. 
And I fhall dying blefs thofe Eyes that did fo. 
For fhou'd I live, I fhou'd deprive the happier Worid 
Of Treafures, I'm too wretched to poffefs. 
And were^ not pity that vaft ftore of Beauty 
Shou'd, like rich Fruit, die on the yielding Boughs ? 

Dia. And are you then refolved to be a Stranger to m 

Bill. For ever ! for a long Eternity ! 

Dia. O thou'ft undone mc then ; haft thou found out '\ 
A Maid more fair, more worthy of thy Love ? 
Look on me well 

Bell. I have confideHd thee, 
And find no Blemlfh in thy Soul, or Fonn j 
Thou art all o'er Divine, yet I muft hate thee, 
Since thou haft drawn me to a mortal Sin, 
That cannot be forgiven by Men, or Heaven. 
— Oh thou haft made me break a Vow, Diana, 
A facred folemn Vow ; 
And made mc wrong the fweeteft Innocence, 
That ever bleft the Earth. 

Dia. Inftead of cooling this augments my Fire ; 
No Pain is like defeated new Defire. \Afit 

Tis falfe, or but to try my Conftancy. 
Your Miflrefs is not fo divine as I ; 
And (hou'd I,'gainft himfclf, believe the Man 
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Who tiril infpir'd my Heart with Love's foft Flame 1 

Sell. What Bhfs on tnc infenfibly you throw J 
I'd rather hear thee fwear, thou art my Foe, 
And hkc fome nobie and rDmantlck Maid 
With Poniards wou'd my ftubbom Heart invade ; 
And whilft thou doft the faithful Relique tear, 
In every Vnn thoud'fl find Ceiinda there. 

Diit. Come, Sir, you mufl forget CtUndd% Charms, 
And reap Delights within my circling Arms, 
Delights that may your Errors undeceive. 
When you find Joys as great as fhe can give. 

Bell. What do I hear ( is this ihe kind Relief 

Thou doll allow to my Defpairand Grief? 

Is this the Comfort that thou doft impart 

To my all- wounded, bleeding, dying Heart? 

Were I fo brutalj cou'd thy Life comply 

To fcrve it felf with bafe Adultery ? 

For cou'd I love thee, cou'd I love again. 

Our Lives wou'd be but one continu'd Sin : 

A Sin of that black dye, a Sin fo foul, 

Twou'd leave no Hopes of Heav'n for cither's SouL 

Dia. Dull Man ! DoH think a feeble vain ExcuTe 
Shall fatisfy me for this N ight's abufe ) 
No, fmce my Paifion thou'll defeated thus, 
And robb'd me of my long wiih'd Happinefs, 
I'll make thee know what a wrong'd Maid can do, 
Divided 'twixt her Love and Injuries too. 

Bill. I dare thy worQ ; 
Shou'd Hell afOn thy Aims, thou cou'dA not find 
New Plagues, unlefs thou fhou'dll continue kind. 
Hard Fate, Diana, when thy Love mud be 
The greatefl, Curfe that can arrive to me. 
— That Friendlhip which our Infant Years begun, 
And till this Day has Hill continued on, 
I will prefcrve ; and my Refpeifls fhall be 
Profound, as what was ever paid by me : 
But for my Love, 'tis to CtHnda due. 



Andlc, 






e that's jud and true^ 



JHa. The reft I'd have thee know I do defpife, 
A better underfland my conquering Eyes ) 



46 The Town-Fop; or^ 

Thofe Eyes that Ihall revenge my Love and Shame, 
111 kill thy Reputation and thy Name. [J 

BtlL My Honour ! and my Reputation, now J 
They both were forfeit, when 1 broke my Vow, 



This Night upon the Couch my fell 111 lay, 
And \^& Fraiici/cans, let Ih' enfuing Day 
Take care for all the Toils it brings with it ; 
Whatever Fate arrives, I can lubmlt. 

SCENE, A Street. 

Enter Celinda, dreft as before, 

Cel. Not one kind Wound to fend me to my Grai 
And yet between their angry Swords I ran, 
Especling it from Bellnwur, or my Brother's ; 
Oh my hard Fate ! that gave me fo much Mifery, 
And dealt no Courage to prevent the Ihock. 
—Why came I off alive, that falal Place 
Where 1 beheld my Bellmour, in th' embrace 
Of my extremely fair, and lovely Rival ? 
— With what kind Care (he did prevent my Aim, 
"Which (greedy of the lad fad-parting twine) 
I wou'd have thrown about him, as if the knew 
To what intent I made the paflionate Offer i 
—What have I next to do, but feek a Death 

Wherever I can meet it Who comes here) 

[Goes qfia% 

Enter Sir Timothy, Sham unrf Sharp, with Fidlers ' 
and Boy. 

Sir Tim. I believe this is the Bed-chamber Wind( 
where the Bride and Bridegroom lies. 

Sham. Well, and what do you intend to do, if (t ' 
be Sir? 

Sir TViK. Why fird fing a Baudy Song, and then break 
the Windows, in revenge for the Affront was put upon 
me to night. 

Sharp. Faith, Sir, that's but a poor Revenge," and 
which even' Footman may take of liis Lady, who has 
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tum'd him away for filching — You know, Sir, Windows 
are frail, and will yield to the lufty Brickbats ; 'tis an 
A61 below a Gentleman. 

Sir Tim, That's all one, 'tis my Recreation ; I ferv'd 
a Woman fo the other night, to whom my Miflrefs had 
a Pique. 

Sham, Ay, Sir, 'tis a Revenge fit only for a Whore to 
take — ^And the Affront you received to Night, was by 
miflake. 

Sir Tim, Miflake ! how can that be ? 

Sham, Why, Sir, did you not mind, that he that 
drew upon Bellmour^ was in the fame Drefs with you ? 

Sir Tim, How fhou'd his be like mine ? 

Sham, Why by the fame Qiance, that yours was like 
his — I fuppofe fending to the Play-houfe for them, as we 
did, they hapned to fend him fuch another Habit, for they 
have many fuch for dancing Shepherds. 

Sir Tim, Well, I grant it a Miflake, and that fhall re- 
prieve the Windows. 

Sharp, Then, Sir, you fhew*d fo much Courage, that 
you may blefs the Minute that forc'd you to fight 

Sir Tim, Ay, but between you and I, 'twas well he 
kick'd me firfl, and made me angry, or I had been luflily 

fwing'd, by Fortune But thanks to my Spleen, that 

fav'd my Bones that bout But then I did well hah, 

came briskly off, and the reft 

Sham, With Honour, Sir, I protefL 

Sir Tim, Come then, well ferenade him. Come, 
Sirrah, tune your Pipes, and fing. 

Boy. What fhall 1 fing. Sir? 

Sir Tim, Any thing fuitable to the Time and Place. 

SONG. 

I. 

THE Jiappy Minutes come, the Nymph is laid, 
Who means no more to rife a Maid, 
Blu/hingy and panting, Jhe expels th* Approach 

uf joys that kill with every touch ; 
Nor can her native Modejfy and Shame 
Conceal the Ardour of her Virgin Flame. II. 
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II. 
A nd now the amorous YoulM it all undreft, 

Juft ready for Lov^s mighty Feajl; 
With vigoroui kafte the Veil a ide he throws, 

Tliat dolk all Heaven at once di/clofi. 
Swift as Difire, into her nakid A rms 
Him/elf he throws, and rifles all her Charms, 

Good morrow Mr. Belbnour, and to your lovdy Bride, 
long may you live, and love. 

Enter Bellmour above, 
Bell. Who is't has feol that Curfe I 
Sir Tim. What a Pox is that Bellmour} The Rogue's 
in choler, the Bride has not pleas'd him. 

Bell. Dogs! Do you upbraid me? Ill be with you 
preTenlh;. 

Sir Tint. Will you fo? — but 111 not (lay your coming. 
Cel. But you (hall Sir. 
Bell. Turn ViUains ! 

[Sir Tim. Mr- offers to 40 off, Celinda Jleps forth, 
anddraws, they draw, and fet upon her. Enter 
BelliaoxiT Mind ihem : 7 hey turn, a/idCdindA 
fides with Bellmour, and fights. Enter Diana, 
Bellmour fights 'em out, mid leaves Celinda 
breathiefs, leaning OH her Sword. 
Dia. m ne'er dcmajid the caufe of this diforder. 
But take this opportunity to fly 

To the next hands will take me up who's here 1 

Cel. Not yet, my fuUen Heart ! 

Dia. Who's here ) one wounded alas 

Cel. Tis not fo lucky but who art thou 

That dofl with fo much pity ask } 

Dia. He feems a Gentleman handfome and 

young — \AfidA 

Pray ask no Queflions, Sir ; but if you're what you (ecni, 
Give a I'roteclian to an unhappy Maid. 
■■ Do not reply, but let us hafle away. 
Cel. Hah— What do I hear ! fure 'tis Diana. 
' Madam, with balle, and joy, I'U ferve you. 
—Ill cany her to my own Lodgings. 

Fortune 
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Fortune, in this, has done my Sufferings right, 
My Rival's in my Power, upon her Woiding-Night 

[AJidi* 
[Exeunt, 
Enter BeUmour, Sir Tim. Sham, and Sharp. 

Sir Tim. Lord, Lord, that you fhould not know your 
Friend and humble Servant, Tim, Tawdrey — But thou 
looked as if thou hadft not been a-bed yet 

BelL No more I have. 

Sir Tim, Nay then thou lofeft precious time, 111 not 
detain thee. [Offers to go, 

BelL Thou art miflaken, I hate all Woman-land — 

Sir Tim, How, how ! 

BelL Above an Hour hark ye Knight 1 am as 

lend, and as debaucht as thou art. 

Sir Tim, What do you mean, Frank ? 

BelL To tell a Truth, which yet I never did. 

-; 1 whore, drink, game, fwear, lye, cheat, rob, 

pimp, hedlor, all, all I do ^at's vitious. 

Sn- Jim, Blefs me ! 

BelL From fuch a Villain, hah ? 

Sir Tim. No, but that thou fhould'ft hide it all this 
while. 

BelL Till I was married only, and now I can diifem- 
ble it no longer come diet's to a Baudy-Houfe, 

Sir Tim. A Baudy-houfe ! What already ! 
This is the very quinteflence of Leudnefs. 
— 7^^y I thought that I was wicked, but by Fortune, 
This dames mine quite out of Countenance. 

BelL Oh, thou'rt a puny Sinner! 111 teach thee 

Arts (fo rare) of Sin, the lead of them (hall damn thee. 

Sir Tim, By Fortune, Frank, I do not like thefe Arts. 

BelL Then thou'rt a Fool—Ill teach thee to be rich 
toa 

Sh: Tim. Ay, that I like. 

BelL Look here, my Boys ! 
UJoldup his Writings^ which he takes out of his Pockef] 
The Wntings of 3000/. a Year ; 

All this I got by Perjiury. 

Sir Tim, By Fortune, a thriving Sin. 
3-4 Vol. IIL C BelL 
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Bell. And we will live in Sin while this holds out 



And then to my cold Ho fm — Come lefs be gam • 
Oh that I n£er might fee the rifing Sun, 



A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Difcovers Celinda as before fitting in a Chairs Diana 
by her in another y whofings. 

SONG. 

I. 

CElinda, who did Love difdatn^ 
For whom had languiff^d many a SwatHy 
Leading her bleating Flocks to drink^ 
Shefpyd upon the River's brink 
A You thy whofe Eyes did well declare 
How much he Un/dy but loi/d not her. 

IL 
Atfirflfhe lau^dy butgas^dthe whiUy 
Andfoon it leffen*d to a Smile ; 
Thence tofurprize and wonder canuy 
Her Breajl to heavcy her Heart to flame ; 
Then crydfhe outy Ah now I prove 
Thou art a Gody Almighty Love. 

III. 
She wotid have f pokey but Shame den^d^ 
And bad herfirfl confult her Pride ; 
But foon fhe found that Aid was gone^ 
For Lovcy aJaSy had left her none. 
Oh howflie bumsy but His too latCy 
For in his Eyes (he reads her Fate. 



Cel, 
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CeL Oh how numerous are her Charms — 

How (hall I pay this generous Condefcenfion % 

Fair lovely Maid 

Dia. Why do you flatter, Sir ? 

CeL To (ay you're lovely, bv your felf I do not, 
I'm young, and have not mucn conversed with Beauty ; 
Yet m efteem my Judgment, (ince it knows 
Where my Devotions mould be juiUy paid. 

But Madam, may I not yet exj>e6l 

To hear the Story, you fo lately promis'd me ? 

Did, I owe much to your Goodnefs, Sir — ^but 

CeL I am too young, you think, to hear a Secret ; 
Can I want Senfe to pity your Misfortunes, 
Or Padlon to incite me to revenge 'em ? 

Dia, Oh would he were in eameft ! 

CeL She's fond of me, and I mud blow that flame. 
Do any thing to make her hate my Bellmour. 

But Madam, I'm impatient for your Story. 

That after that, you may e3q>e6l m^ Service. 

Dia, The Treatment you this mght have given a dif- 
treffed Maid, enough obliges me ; nor need I tell you, 
Fm nobly bom ; fomething about my Drefs, my Looks 
and Mien, will doubtlefs do me reafon. 

CelL Sufficientl y 

Dia, But in the Family where I was educated, a Youth 
of my own Age, a Kinfman too, I chanc'd to fall in 
love with, but with a Pailion, my Pride dill got the better 
of ; and he, I thought, repaid my young Deflres. But 
Badifulnefs on his part, did what Pride had done on mine, 

and kept his too conceal'd ^At lad my Uncle, who 

had the abfolute Dominion of us both, thought good to 
marry us together. 

Cei, Punidi him. Heaven for a Sin (b great 
^And are you married then ? 

Dia, Why is there Terror in that Word 1 

CeL By all that's Sacred, 'tis a Word that kills me. 
Oh fay thou art not ; 
And 1 thus low will fall, and pay thee Thanks. [Kneels, 

Dia, Youll wi(h indeed I were not, when you know 
How very, very wretched it has made me. 

C 2 CeL 
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Cel Shou*d you be telling me a Tale all day, 
Such as would melt a Heart that ne'er could love, 
'Twould not increafe my Reafon for the wifh 
That I had d/d e'er known you had been married 

Dia. So many foft Words from my Beilnumr's mouth 
Had made me mad with Joy, and next to that 
I wifh to hear 'em from this Youth ; 
If they be r^ how I (hall be reveng'd ! [A/UU, 

— But why at my being married (hould you figh 1 

CeL Becaufe I love, is that a Wonder, Madam 1 
Have you not Charms fufficient at firil fight 
To wound a Heart tender and young as mine f 

Are you not heavenly fair? Oh, there's my Grief 

— Since you mufl be another's. 

Dia, Pray hear me out : and if you love me after. 
Perhaps you may not think your felf unhappy. 
When Night was come, the long'd for Night, and all 
Retir'd to mve us (ilent Room for Joy — 

Cel. Oh I can hear no more — ^by Heav*n I caimot. 
— Here — ^ftab me to the Heart — ^let out my Life, 
I cannot live, and hear what follow'd next. 

Dia, Pray hear me, Sir 

CeL Oh you will tell me he was kind 

Yes, yes — oh God — were not his balmy Kifles 

Sweeter than Incenfe offer'd up to Heaven ? 

Did not his Arms, fofler and whiter far 

Than thofe of Jovt^s transform'd to Wings of Swans, 

Greedily clafp thee round ? — Oh quickly ^eak, 

Whilft Uiy fair rifing Bofom met with his ; 

And then Oh then 

Dia. Alas Sir ! What's the matter ? — fit down a while. 

CeL Now — I am well — pardon me, lovely Creature, 
If I betray a Paffion, I'm too young 
To've learnt the Art of hiding ; 

■ I cannot hear you fay that he was kind. 

Dia. Kind I yes, as Blafts to Flow'rs, or early Fruit ; 
All gay I met him full of youthful Heat : 
But Uke a Damp, he dafht my kindled Flame, 

And all his Reafon was he lov'd another, 

A Maid he caU'd Celinda, 

CeL 
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CeL Oh blefTed Man ! 

Dia. How, Sir ? 

CiL To leave thee free, to leave thee yet a Virgin. 

Dia, Yes, I have voVd he never (hall poiTeOs me. 

CeL Oh how you blefs me — ^but you (liU are married, 
And whilft you are fo 1 mud languifli— — 

Dia. Oh how his Softnefs moves me ? \Afid4* 
^But can all this Diforder fpring from Love I 

CeL Or may I ftill prove wretched. 

Dia, And can you think there are no ways 
For me to gratify that Love ? 

What ways am 1 conflrain'd to ufe to work out my Re- 
venge ! \Afide, 

CeL How mean you, Madam ? 

Dia, Without a Miracle, look on my Eyes 

And Beauty ^which you fay can kindle Fires ; 

She that can give, may too retain Defire. 

CeL Shell ravifli me ^let me not underfland you. 

Dia. Look on my Wrongs 

Wrongs that would melt a frozen Chaflity, 
That a religious Vow had made to Heaven : 
— And next furvey thy own Perfedlions. 

Gr/. Hah 

Dia, Art thou fo young, thou canfl not apprehend me ? 
Fair balhful Boy, haft thou the Power to move, 
And yet not know the Bus'nefs of thy Love 1 

Cei. How in an inftant thou haft chill'd my Blood, 
And made me know no Woman can be good ? 
Tis Sin enough to yield — but thus to fue 
Hcav'n ^'tis my Bufinefs — ^and not meant for you. 

Dia, How httle Love is underftood by thee, 
Tis Cuftom, and not Paffion you purfue ; 
Becaufe Enjoyment firft was nam'd by me. 
It does deftroy what ftiou'd your Flame renew : 
My eafy yieldmg does your Fire abate. 
And mme as much your tedious Courtftiip hate. 

Tell Heaven ^you will hereafter facrifice, 

— ^And fee how that will pleafe the Deities. 
The ready Vi^lim is the nobleft way, 
Your Zeal and Obligations too to pay. 

C 3 CeL 
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Cel, I think the Gods wou'd hardly beador'd, 
If they their BlefTing fhou'd, unasV'd, afford ; 
And I that Beauty can no more admire, 
Whene'er I fuc, can. yield to my Defire. 

tHa. Dnll Youth, farewel : 
For fince 'tis my Revenge that I purTue, 
Lefs Beauty and more Man as well may do, \pfirs to ge. 
Enter Friendlovc difgui^d, ns one from a Camfi. 

Cei. Madam, you muft not gowith this Miftake, 

[ffoidt her. 

Frifitd. Ctlinda has inform'd mc trufr His Ihe 

Good morrow Brother, what fo early at your Devotions ^ 

CeL Oh my Brother's come, and luckily relieves me- 

Friend. Your Orizons are made to a fair Saint 

Praj-, Sir, what Lady's that 7 

^Or is It blafphcmy to repeat her Name ? 

—By my bright Arms, (he's fair— With what a charming 

Fiercenefs, (he charges thro my Body lo my Heart. 

Death ! how ner glittering Eyes give Fire, and 

wound ! 

And have already pierc'd my very Soul ! 

May I approach her, Brother? 

Cel. Yes, it you dare, there's danger in it tho, 
She has Charms that will bewitch you : 
1 dare not ftand their Mifchief. [Eiit, 

Friend. Lady, I am a Soldier— yet in my gentlell 
Terms 

I bumby beg to kifs your lovely Hands 

Death ! there's Magick in die Touch. 

By Heaven, you cany an Artillery in every part. 

Diait. This is a Man indeed fit for my purpofe. 

Friend. Nay, do not view me, I am no lovely Obj«\ ; 
I am a Man bred up to Noife and War, 
And know not how to drefs my Looks in Smiles; 
Yet irufl me, fair one, I can love and fcrvc 
As well as an Endymion, or Admits. 
Wou'd you were willing to permit that Service ! 

Dian. Why, Sir 7 -What cou'd you do ? 

Friend. Why— I cou'd die for you. Diat. 
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Dion. I need the Service of the living, Sir. 
Bat do you love me. Sir ? 

Friend, Or let me perifh, flying from a (ingle Enemy. 
I am a Gentleman, and may pretend to love you ; 
And what you can command, I can perform. 

Dion, Take heed, Sir, what you (ay, for I'm in ear- 
neii 

FrieruL Command me any thing that's ju(l and brave ; 
And by my Eyes 'tis done. 

Dion. I know not what you call ju(l or brave, 
But thofe whom I do the Honour to command, 
Muft not capitulate. 

Friend, Let him be blafled with the Name of Coward, 
That dares difpute your Orders. 

Dion, Dare you n^ht for me ? 

Friend With a whole Army ; 'tis my Trade to fight 

Dion. Nay, 'tis but a (ingle Man. 

Friend Name him. 

Dion. Bellmour, 

Friend Of York/kire} Companion to young Friend- 
lave, that came lately from Italy ? 

Dion, Yes, do you know him ? 

Friend I do, who has oft fpoke oi Bellmour; 
We travel'd into Italy together. — But (ince, I hear, 
He fell in love with a fair cruel Maid^ 
For whom he languifhes. 

Dian, Heard you her Name ? 

Friend Diana^ rich in Beauty, as in Fortune. 
—Wou'd (he had lefs of both, and more of Pity ; 
And that I knew not how to wilh, till now 
That I became a Lover, perhaps as unfuccefsful. \AJide, 

Dion, I knew my Beauty had a thoufand Darts, 
But knew not they cou'd (Irike fo quick and home. \Afide, 
Let your good Wiihes for your Friend alone, 
Left he being happy, you (hou'd be undone. 
For he and you cannot be bled at once. 

Friend, How, Madam ! 

Dian^ I am that Maid he loves, and (he who hates him. 

Friend Hate him ! 

Diatu To Death. 

C 4 Friend, 
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Friend. O me unhappy ! {Afidt. 

Dian. He fighs aj\A turns away — iim I again defeated? 
Surely I am not fair, or Man's infeafible. 

Friend. She knows me not 

And 'twas difcrcctly donis to change my Shape : 

For Woman is a ftrange fantaftick Creature ; 

And where before, I cou'd not gain a Smile, 

Thus I may win her Heart. [Afide. 

— Say, Madam, can you love a Man that dies for you? • — 

Diart. The way to gain me, is to fight with BeUma 
Tdl him from me you come, the wrong'd Diana ; 
Tell him you have an Intcrcll in my Heart, 
Ecjual to that which 1 have made in yours. 

Friend. I'll do't ; 1 will not ask your Rcafon, but 

Swear e'er I go, that when I have pcrform'd it, 
You'll render me Poffeffion of your Heart 

Dian. By all the Vows that Heaven ties Heans toge- 
ther with, 
111 be intirely yours. 

Friend And I'll not be (hat confcientious Fool, 
To flop at BlefTings 'caufe they are not lawfial ; 
But take 'em up,,when Heaven has thrown 'em down. 
Without the leave of a Religious Ceremony, \Afide. 

Madam, this Houfe, which f am Mailer of, 
You fhall command ; whilH I go fcek this Bellmour. 

Dian. But e'er you go, I muft inform you why 
I do purfue him with my juft Revenge. 

Friend. 1 will attend, and hear impatiently. \Extunt. 

SCENE, A Bandy Houfe. 

Enter Mrs. Driver and Betty Flauntit 

Flaunt. Drii'ir, prithee call for a Glals, that I m^ 

fet my felf in order, before 1 go up ; for really my Knight 

has not been at home all this Night, and I am fo con- 

fiis'd 

Enter one ■with a Gla/t, and two Wenchts. 
Lord Mrs. Driver, I wonder you Ihou'd fend for me, 
when other Women are in Company ; you know, of all 
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thii^ in the World, I hate Whores, they are the pra- 
tingn leudeil poor Creatures in Nature ; and I wou'd not 
for any thing, Sir Timothy ihou'd know that I keep Com- 
pany, 'twere enough to lofe him. 

Airs. Driv, Truly Mrs. FlaunHty this young Squire 
that you were (ent to for, has two or three Perfons more 
with him that mud be accommodated toa 

Flaunt. Driver^ tho I do recreate my felf a little 
fometimes, yet you know I value my Reputation and 
Honour. 

Jenny. Mrs. Driver^ why fhou'd you fend for us where 
Fiountit is ? a {linking proud Flirt, who becaufe (he has 
a tawdry Petticoat, I warrant you, will think her felf fo 
much above us, when if (he were fet out in her own na- 
tural Colours, and her original Garments, wou'd be much 
below us in Beauty. 

Mrs. Driv. Look ye, Mrs. Jenny, I know you, and 
I know Mrs. Flauntit ; but 'tis not Beauty or Wit that 
takes now-a-days ; the Age is altered (Ince I took upon 
me this genteel Occupation : but 'tis a fine Petticoat, right 
Points, and clean Garments, that does me Credit, and 
takes the Gallant, tho on a dale Woman. And again, 
Mrs. Jenny, (he's kept, and Men love as much for Ma- 
lice as for Lechery, as they call it Oh 'tis a great Mover 
to Toy, as they fav, to have a Woman that's kept 

Jen. Well I Be it fo, we may arrive to that excellent 
Degree of Cracking, to be kept too one day. 

Mrs. Driv. Well, well, get yourfelves in order to go 
up to the Gentlemen. 

Flaunt. Driver^ what art thou talking to thefe poor 
Creatures? Lord, how they (link of Paint and Poxj 
faugh 

Mrs. Driv. They were only complaining that you that 
were kept, (hou'd intrude upon me Privil^es of the 
Commoners. 

Flaunt. Lord, they think there are fuch Joys in Keep- 
ing, when I vow, Driver, after a while, a Mifs has as 
Eainful a Life as a Wife; our Men drink, (lay out 
ite, and whore, like any Husbands. 

C 5 Driv. 
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Driv. But I hope 
no fuch Man ; I nevi 
(^nt Correftion. 

Flaunt. Thou art miflaken, Driver, I can keep him 
within no moderate Bounds without Blows ; but for his 
filthy Cullom of Wenching, I have ahnoft broke him of 
that but prilbce, Drivtr, who are thefc Gentlemen I 

Driv. Truly, 1 know not ; but they are young, and 
fine as Princes : two of 'em were difguis'd in masking 
Ha.bits lall Night, but they have fent 'cm away this 

Morning, and they are free as Emperors One of 'em 

has lofl a Thoufand Pound at Play, and never repin'd at 
it ; one's a Knight, and I believe his Courage is cool'd, 

for he has ferreted my Maids over and over to Night 

But 'tis the fine, young, handfom Squire that I defign 
you for. 

Flaunt. No matter for his Handfomnefs, let me have 
him that has moll Money. [ExcuhI. 

SCENE, A Chamber, a Table with Box 
and Dice. 

Enter Belimour, Sir Timothy, Sham, and Sharp. 

Belt. Damn it, give us more Wine. \_Drinks. 

Where (lands the Box and Dice?— Why Sliam. 

Skam. Faith, Sir, your Luck's fo bad, 1 han't the 
Confcience to play longer— Sir Timothy and \ou play oft 
a hundred Gumeas, and fee if Luck will turn. 

Bell. Do you take me for a Country Squire, whofe Re- 
potation will be crackt at the lofs of a petty Thoufand? 
you have my Note for it to my Goldfmilh. 

Sham. T:s fufBcient if it were for ten thoufand. 

Bell. Why, Sir Timothy ^Pojt on't, thou'rt dull, we 

are not half debauch'd and leud enough, give us more 
Wine. 

Sir Tim. Faith Frank, I'm a little maukiih with fitting 
op all Night, and want a final] refrefhmenl this Morn- 
ing Did we not fend for Wliores ? 

Bell. 
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BetL No, I am not in humour for a Wench 
By Heaven I hate the Sex. 
All but divine Celinda^ 
Aroear had ftrange Monflers to my Eyes and Thoughts. 

Sir Tim. What, art Italianized, and loved thy own 
Sex? 

Bell. I'm for any thing that's out of the common 
Road of Sin ; I love a Man that will be damn'd for fome- 
thing ; to creep by flow degrees to HeLU as if he were 
afraid the World (hou'd fee which way he went, I fcom 
it, 'tis like a Conventicler — No, give me a Man, who 
to be certain oPs Damnation, will break a folemn Vow 
to a contra(fled Maid. 

Sir Tim. Ha, ha, ha, I thought thou woud'fl have 

faid at leall ^had murder'd his Father, or ravilh'd his 

Mother Break a Vow, quoth ye— by Fortune, I have 

broke a thoufand. 

BeU. Well (aid mv Bov ! A Man of Honour ! And 

will be ready whene er the Devil calls for thee So — 

ho more Wine, more Wine, and Dice. 

Enter a Servant with Dice and Wine. 
Come, Sir, let me \Tkrows and lofts. 

Sir Tim. What will you fet me. Sir t 

BeU. Cater-Tray, a hundred Guineas — oh damm the 
Dice — ^'tis mine— come, a full Glafs — Damnation to my 
Uncle. 

Sir Tftw. By Fortune, 111 do thee reafon — give me the 

Glafs, and Sham^ to thee Confufion to the mufly 

Lord. 

Bell. So— now I'm like my felf, profanely wicked. 
A little room for Life — but fuch a Life 
As Hell it felf fliall wonder at — 111 have a care 
To do no one good deed in the whole courfe on't. 
Left that (hould (ave my Soul in fpite of Vow-br^tch. 
—I will not die — that Peace my Sins deferve not 
111 live and let my Tyrant Uncle fee 
The fad effedls ot Perjury, and forc'd Marriage. 

Surely the Poiv'rs above env/d my Blifs ; 

Marrying Celinda, I had been an Angel, 
So truly bleft, and good. [ Weeps, 

Sir Tinu 
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Sir Tim, Why how now, Frank ^by Fortune the 

Rogue is Maudhn So, ho, ho, fo ho. 

BelL The matter ? 

Sir Tim. Oh art awake— What a DevU ail'ft thou, 
Frank f 

BelL A Wench, or any thing come, let's drink a 

round. 

Sham, They're come as Wifht for. 

Enter Flauntit, Driver, Doll <zm^/ Jenny maskd. 

Bell, Oh damn em ! What (hall I do I 
Yet it would look like Virtue to avoid 'em. 
No, I muft venture on Ladies, /are welcome. 

Sir TVw. How, the Women ? — Hold, hold, Bellmour^ 

let me chufe too Come, come, unmask, and (hew 

your pretty Faces. 

Flaunt, How, Sir Timothy I What Devil oWd me a 
fpite. \AJide, 

Sir Tim. Come, unmask, I fay: a willing Wench 
would have fhew'd all in half this time. 

Flaunt, Wou'd (he fo. Impudence ! 

\Pulls off her Mask. 

Sir Tim, How, my Betty I 

Flaunt, This isj the Trade you drive, you eternal Fop, 
when I fit at home expelling you Night after Nieht 

Sir Tim, Nay, dear Betty ! 

Flaunt. Tis here you fpend that which (hou'd buy me 
Points and Petticoats, while I go like no body's Midrefs ; 
I'd as live be your Wife at tlus rate, fo I had : and I'm 
in no fmall danger of getting the foul Difeafe by your 
Leudnefs. 

Sir Tim. Vidlorious Betty^ be merciful, and do not 
ruin my Reputation among Friends. 

Flaunt, Your Whores you mean, you Sot you. 

Sir Tim, Nay, triumphant Betty ^ hear thy poor Timmy, 

Flaunt. My poor Ninny, I'm us'd barbaroudy, and 
won't endure it 

Sir Tim. I've won Money to Night, Betty, to buy 
thee Qothes — hum — hum — Well faid Frank, to ufe the 
little Jilts, they came for that purpofe. 

Flaunt. 
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Flaunt The Devil confound him, what a Prize have I 
loft by his being here — my Comfort is, he has not found 
me out tho, but thinks I came to look for him, and a(^ 
cordingly I muft dilTemble. 

Bell. What's here ? A Lady all in Tears I 

Sir Tim, An old Acquaintance of mine, that takes it 

unkindly that I am for Change Bettys fay fo too, 

you know I can fettle nothing till I'm marxyd ; and he 
can do it fwingingly, if we can but draw him in. 

Flaunt, This mollifies fomething, do this, and you'll 
make your Peace ; if not, you I^cal, your Ears (hall 
pay for this* Night's Tranfgreffion. 

Sir Tim. Come hither, Franks is not this a fine Crea- 
ture! 

Bell, By Heaven a very Devil ! 

Sir Tim, Come, come, approach her; for if youll 
have a Mifs, this has all the good Qualities of one — go, 
go court her, thou art fo bafhful 

Bell. I cannot frame my Tongue to fo much Bla^ 
phemy, as 'tis to fay kind things to her — I'll try my 
Heart tho — Fair Lady — Damn her, fhe is not fair — 
nor fweet — nor good — nor — fomething I muft fay for a 

beginning. Come Lady dry your Eyes : 

This Man deferves not all the Tears you fhed. 

So at laft the Devil has got the better of me, 

And I am enter'd. 

Flaunt. You fee, Sir, how miferable we Women are 
that lovevou Men. 

Bell. How, did you love him ? Love him againft his 
Will? 

Flaunt. So it feems. Sir. 

Bell. Oh thou art wretched then indeed ; no wonder if 

he hate thee Does he not curfe thee ! Curie thee till 

thou art damn'd, as I do loft Diana. {Afide, 

Flaunt. Curfe me ! He were beft not in my hearing ; 
Let him do what he will behind my Back. 
What ails the Gentleman ? 

Bell, Gods ! What an odious thing mere Coupling is ! 
A thing which every fenfual Animal 
Can do as well as we— —but prithee tell me. 

Is 
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Is there nought elfe between the nobler Creatures 1 

Flaunt. Not that I know of. Sir Lord, he's ve- 

ry fiJly, or very innocent, I hope he has bis Maiiienhead ; 
if fo, and rich too, Oh what a booty were this for me 1 

Bell. Tis wondrous ftrange ; 
Why was not I created like the refl, 
Wild, and infcnftble, to fancy all? 

Flaunt. Come, Sir, you muft Icam to be gay, to ling, 
to dance, and talk of any thing, and fancy any thing 
that's in your way too. 

Bell. Oh 1 can lowfe, and rufHe, like any Leviathan, 
when I begin — Come prove my Vigor. {Tow/ei lur. 

Flaunt. Oh Lord, Sir I You tumble all my Garniture. 

Bell. There's Gold to buy thee more 

Flaunt. Oh fweet Sir — wou'd my Knight were hang'd, 

fo 1 were well rid of him now Well Sir, Ifwearyou 

are the moft agreeable Peribn 

Ecll. Am I f— let us be more familiar then IT! 

kil^ thy Hand, thy Breall, thy Lips and 

Flaunt. All you pleafe Sir 

Bell. A traOabte Sinner I IPj^ers to kifs h*r. 

Faugh — how fhe fmells — had I apptoach'd fo near divine 
Celinda, what a natural Fragrancy had fent it felf through 
all my ravifht Senfes ! \Afidt. 

Flaunt. TTie Man's exlafy'd, furs I fhall take him. 
Come, Sir, you're fad. 

Bell. As Angels fall'n from the Dii-ine Abode, 
And now am lighted on a very Hell 1 
■ —But this is not the way to thrive in Wickednefs j 
I muft rulh on to Ruin — Come fair Millrefs, 
Wi]l you not (hew me fome of your Arts of Love ? 

For 1 am very apt to leam of Beauty Gods 

What ist I negotiate for 1 a Woman 1 

Making a Bargain to pofTefs a Woman- 
Oh never, never ! 

Flaunt The Man is in love, that's certain — as I was 
laying. Sir 

Bell. Be gone Repentance ! Thou needlels Goodnefs, 
Which if I follow, canll lead me to no Joys. 
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Come tell me the Price of all your Pkafures. 

Sir Tim. Look you, Miilrefs, I am but a Country 
Knight. 

Yet I (hou'd be glad of your farther Acquaintance. 
Pray who may that Lady be 

Dnv. Who, Mrs. Flauntit^ Sir ? 

Sir Tim, Ay (he : (he's tearing fine, by Fortune. 

Driv. Ill affure you. Sir, ihe's kept, and is a great Ra- 
rity, but to a Friend, or fo ■ 

Sir Tim. Hum kept ^pray by whom ? 

Driv. Why a filly Knight, Sir, that 

Sir Tim* Pi:fy ay, fdly indeed a Pox upon her— 

a Iflly Knight, you fciy 

Driv, Ay, Sir^ one (he makes a very Afs of. 

Sir Tim* Ay fo methinks — ^but (he s kind, and will do 
xeafon for all hiuL 

Driv, To a Friend, a Man of Quality or fa 

Sir Tim. Ay, (he blinds the Knight 

Driv. Alas, Sir, ealily he, poor Cufly, thinks her 

a very Saint ^but when (he's out of the way, (he 

oomes to me to pleafiire a Friend. 

Sir Tim. But what if the Fool mifs her I 

Driv. She cries Whore firfl, brings him upon his 
Knees for her Fault ; and a piece of Plate, or a new Pet- 
ticoat, makes his Peace again. 

Sir Tim. Why ^look you, Miflrefs, I am that Fop, 

that very filly Knight, and the reft that you fpeak of. 

Driv. How Sir i then I'm undone, (he's me Upholder 
of my Calling, the very Grace of my Fundlion. 

Sir Tim* ]& (he fo f e'en keep her to your felf then, 

1*11 have no more of her, by Fortune 1 humbly 

thank you for your Intelligence, and the re(L Well — 
I fee there's not one honeft Whore i'th' Nation, by For- 
tune. 

Enter Charles Bellmour, a$id Trufty. 
Hark ye Miftrefs, what was your Bus'neOs here ? 

Flaunt To meet a Rogue ! 

Sir Tim. And I to meet a Whore, and now we are 
well met. 
Flaunt How Sir ? 

Sir Tim. 
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Sir Tim. Nay, never be furpriz'd, for your Intrigues 
are difcover'd, the good Matron of the Houfe (ag^inil her 
Will) has done me that kindnefs — you know how to 
live without your Keeper, and fo 111 leave you. 

Flaunt, You're too ferviceable a Fool to be loft fo. 

\Afid€. 

Bell, Who knows this bold Intruder ? 

Char, How, Sir, am I a Stranger to you ? But I fhou'd 
not wonder at it, fmce all your laft Night's ^Adlions be- 
trayed a ftrange depravity of Senfe. 

— Sir, I have fought you long, and wifli I had not found 
you yet, fmce both the Place and Company declare, how 
grofly vouVe diffembled Virtue all this while. 

Belt, Take hence that prating Boy, 

Char, How Sir You are my elder Brother, yet I 

may be allowed to do the Bus'nefs that I came for, and 
from my Uncle to demand your Wife. 

Bell, You may return, and tell him that (he's dead. 

Char, Dead I fure, Sir, you rave. \Tums him about, 

BelL Indeed I do — but yet (he's dead, they fay. 

Char, How came (he dead ? 

BelL I kill'd her — ask no more, but leave me. 

[Turns him about again. 

Char, Sir, this is Madman's Language, and not to be 
believed. 

Bell, Go to yare a fancy Boy. 

Char, Sir, I'm an angry Boy 

But yet can bear much from a Brother's Mouth ; 
Vave loft your (leep : pray, Sir, go home and feek it 

Bell, Home ! i have no Home, unlefs thou mean'ft 
my Grave, and thither I cou'd wi(h thou wou'd condu£l 
me. [Weeps. 

Flaunt, Pray Heaven this young virtuous Fellow don't 
ipoilall. 

•—Sir, (hall I fend for a Scrivener to draw the Settlement 
you promised me ? 

BelL Do fo, and 111 order him to get it ready. 

Char, A Settlement ! On whom ? This Woman, Sir I 

BelL Yes, on this Woman, Sir. 

Char, Are you ftark mad ? — Know you where you are ? 

BelL 
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BilL Yes, in a Baudy-houfe. 
Char. And this Woman, Sir,- 



BelL A very Whore a tawdry mercenary Whore ! 

And what of this? 

Char. And can you love her, Sir? 

Bell, No, if I did, I wou'd not eratify her. 

Char. What, is't in Charity to keep her honeft ? 

BelL Neither. 

Char, Is your Luft grown fo high 

BtU. Take that [Strikes him. 

For naming but fo bafe a thing to me. 

Char. I wear a Sword, but not to draw on Mad-men. 
But fince /are fo free, Sir, I demand that Fortune, which 
by my Fafiier's Will /are bound to pay the day after your 
Wedding-Day ; my Sifter's too is due. 

BelL Ha, ha, ha, Sir Timothy , come hither 

who doft think this is ? 

Sir Tim. A Fidler perhaps — ^let him play in the next 
Room. 

Beit. No, my Brother — come to demand his Portion 
of me ; he fays I am in leud Company, and, like a 
B(w^ he would corredl me. 

Su: Tim, Why this comes of Idlenefs ; thou ftiould'ft 
have bound him Prentice in time, the Boy wou'd have 
made a good faucy Taylor. 

Char. Sirrah, /are a Rafcal, whom I muft thus chaf- 

tife. [ICicks him. 

[They all draw^ and 'B€ilmo\XT Jlands foremqfty and 

fights with Charles ; the Women run fqueaking 

out^ Sir Tim. Sham and Sharp fneak behina\ 

Trufty interpofes. 

Truft. Hold, hold, I befeech you my dear Mafters ! 
Oh what a fight is this ? Two Brothers fighting with each 
other ! Oh, were my old Mafter alive, this wou'd break 
his Heart : Oh, Sir, you've kill'd your Brother I 

Bell. Why then his Portion's paid. [Charles is wounded. 

Sir Tim. How kill'd ! Nay, 'tis time we departed then, 
and ftiifted for our felves. [-fi'jr Sir Tim. Sham and Sharp. 

TrufL Oh, Sir, fliall I (end for a Surgeon ? 

Char. 
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Char, NO| for a Coach rather, I am npt nvogndiil 
much. \Kx* Tnifiy. 

Bell, How dar'd thou trud thy (elf alone witk 19Q ? 

Cfttfr. Why fhould I fear thee ? 

BelL Becaufe I'm mad. 
Mad as a Tygrefs rob'd of her dear Young. 

Char. What is't that makes you fo f 

Bell My Uncle's Politicks, Hell take him for't. 
Has ruin'd me, thou and my Sifter too, 
By marrying me to a fair hated Maid, 
When I had plighted all my Faith before. 

Enter Trully. 

Irujl, Sir, here's a Coach. 

Char. Come, Brother, will you go home with me ? 

Bell, Home ! — no, never to that place thou call'ft fa 
If when Tm dead, thou wouldA behold thy Brother, 
And take the lafl Adieu from his cold Lips, 
(If thofe fo perjur'd can deferve that kindnefs) 
Inquire for loft Celinda^ at whofe Feet 
Thou (halt behold me fall'n a Sacrifice. 
Till then. 111 let miftaken Parents know 
The mifchiefs that enfue a broken Vow. \Ex./€V4raify. 
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A C T V. 
SCENE, Covent'Garden. 

Enter Betty Flauntit alcne, 

SUre I rofe the wrong way to dav, I have had fnch 
damn'd ill luck every way : Firft, to be fent for tQ 
fuch a Man as this Bellmoury and, as the Devil wou'd 
have it, to find my Knight there ; then to be juft upon 
the Point of making my Fortune, and to be interrupted 
by that virtuous Brother of his ; then to have a Quarrel 
happen, that (before I could whifper him in the Ear, to 
fay lb much as, Meet me here again — anon) forced me to 

quit 
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mdt the Houfe, left the Conflable had done it for me ; 
Aen that filly Baud Ihould difcover all to my Cully. If this 

be not ill Luck, the Devil's in't But Driver mufl 

bring matters about, that I may fee this liberal Squire a- 

ffain But here comes my Noddy, I mud pretend to 

be angry. 

Enter Sir Timothy. 

Sir Tim, Lord, Lord, how ye look now, as if you 
had conmiitted no Mifdemeanour : Alas, good Innocent, 
what canfl thou fay for thy felf, thou Benegado thou, for 
being falfe to my Bofom, fay ? 

Flannt. Falfe to your Bofom ! You fdly impudent 
Sot yoH ^who dares accufe me? 

Sir Tinu E'en your trufly and well-beloved Friend Mrs* 
Driver the Baud. 

Flaunt, She ! She's an impudent confounded Lyar*^ 

and becaufe fhe wou'd have your worfliipful Cuflom 

fcandaliz'd me, to breed a difference between us. 

Sir Tim, Ay, if you could make me believe that indeed, 
when fhe knew not, nor ever faw me all the Days of her 
life before. 

Flaunt, I know that, Simpletoa j but when I went to 
enquire for you by your Name, and told her my Bus'nefs, 
our Amours are not kept fo fecret, nor was fhe fo dull, 
as not to underfland how matters went between us. 

Sir Tim, Now tho I know this to be a damn*d Lye, yet 
tiie Devil has affifled her to make it look fo like Truth, 
diat I cannot in Honour but forgive her. 

Flaunt. Forgive me! — Who fhou'd forgive you your 
debauch'd Whoring and Drinking ? — ^marry ye had need 
fo, you are fuch a Ruffler, at lead if /are every where as 
you are at home with me — No, Sirrah, I'll never bed with 
you more ; here I live fneaking without a Coach, or anything 
to appear withal ; when even thofe that were fcandalou? 
two Ages ago, can be feen in Hide-Park in their fine Cha'- 
riots, as if they had purchased it with a Maidenhead ; whilfl 
i, who keep my felf intirely for you, can get nothing but 

the Fragments of your Debauches Pll be damn'd be- 

fn-erilenduv^it 

Sir Tim, Jufl as the Baud faid ; yet I am moUify*d— — 

nay 
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nay, dear Betty, forgive me, and 111 be very gocfd for 
the future 

Flaunt. Will you fwear to be fo ? 

Sir Tim. Ay, by Fortune, I will. 

Flaunt. Come, what will you give me then to be 
Friends? for you won Money lall Night. 

Sir Tim. Ay, that's it that appeafcs her higheft Storms 
here my Jewel, here's a hundred Guineas to buy fine 

Flaunt. Yes, great (lore of fine things indeed, with 
this pitiful Sum ; let me feel in your Pockets; and fee if 
you have no more. {SMe feels in hxs Pockete. 

Sir Tim. So, 'twas well I laid by the reft, my Peace 
had not been made under every Rag on't clfe \ and what 
I was painfully cheating for all this Night, would have 
been laid out at the Mercers and Lacemen in half ao Hour. 
Well, are you fatisfy'd I have no more ? 

Flaunt. Have you funk none indeed and indeed, my 
Timmy ? 

Sir Tim. No, I need not, you (ink mine fall enough, 
I thank ye. {AJide. 

Flaunt. Well, get your felf ready to go abroad with 
me. [Exit FlaunU 

Sir Tim. I have other Matters in hand— — now have 
1 four hundred Guineas in Bank, which I won laft Night 
of Bdhnour, which 111 make ufe of to debauch his Sifter, 
with whom Fm datnnably in love, and long for the re- 
turn of my two Setting-dogs, lo bring me News of the 

Enter Sham iinrfShaq). 



Oh a 



le? 



Sham. Ay, Sir, with News worth the hearing ; I have 
been diligent, Sir, and got my felf acquainted with the 
old Steward of the Family, an avaritious Jvdas, that will 
betray for Gold. 

Sir Tim. And that we'll furoifh him with his Mat- 
ter's Gold, like all other mortal things, muft return from 
whence it came. 

Shaip. Not all, Sir; for •SV^tim and 1 have difpos'd of 
part. 

Sir Tim. 
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Sir Ttnu Indeed you are a little (habby. 

Sham. Ay, Sir, Fools were made to repair the Breaches 
of us that have Wit enough to manage 'em. 

Sir Tim. What the Goldfmith paid the Money at 

fight, without demanding why ? 

Sharf, Readily Sir he's a brave Fellow, and mull 

not be lofl fo. 

Sham, By no means, we mufl make ufe of him whiUl 
he is hot ; tor I doubt the Humour is not natural, and I 
fear he may cool. 

Sir Tim, But to our Bufinefs. 

Sharp, Ay, Sir, this fame Sifter of his you muft have ; 
if it be out to put this infolent Whore Flauntit out of fa- 
vour, who manages this Fop intirely. \Afide, 

Sir Tim, Ay, but art thou fure there is no danger m this 
Enterprize ? Shall I not have my Throat cut ? and the 
reft. 

Sham, We have none of that Italian Humour now-a- 
days, I can afture ye ; they will fooner, with a brotherly 
kindnefs, aftlft the yielding Sifter to the willing Gallant 

Sir Tim, A good thriving Inclination, by Fortune. 

Sham, And. Sir, you have all Encouragement ; her 
Brother, you neard, refus'd to pay her Portion, and you 
know the Fate of a handfom young Wench in this Town, 

that relies on weak Virtue Then becaufe ftie is in the 

Houfe with her Uncle, this fame Steward has contriv'd 
matters fo, to bring you in at the Back-door, her Lodg- 
mgs being in the Garden. 

Sir Tim, This is fomething Oh Fm impatient to 

be with her Well, I muft in, and make fome Lye to 

Betfy for my Abfence, and be with you prefently. 

[Exi/ Sir Tim. 

Sharp, What Defign haft thou in hand 1 for I fuppofe 
there is no fuch real thing as debauching this Lady. 

Sham, Look ye Sharpy take to thee an implicit Faith, 
and believe Impoffibilities ; for thou and I muft cozen 
this Knight 

Sharp. What, our Patron ! 
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Sham. Ay SharPy we are bound to labour ia our OJl> 

ings, but mum here he comes. 

Enter Sir Timothy. 

Sir Tim. Come, let's away, my Lyonefs begins to roar. 
You Sharpy go feck alter BellmouTy watch lus Mo- 
tions, and give us notice. \Exeunt* 

Flaunt. He is gone, and I believe (Flauntit peeping 
out.) for no Goodnefs ; 111 after him, and watch him. 

[Exit crofs the Stage, 
Enter Lord Plotwell, Charles, Trudy, and two Servants. 

Lord. In a Baudy-houfe, with Whores, Hedlors, and 
Dice ! Oh that I fhould be fo deceived in Mankind, he 
whom I thought all Virtue and Sobriety ! But go fome of 
you immediately, and take Officers along with you, and 
remove his Quarters from a Baudy-houfe to a Pnfon : 
charge him with the Murder of his Wife. 

Char. My Lord, when I demanded her, he faid indeed 
that fhe was dead, and killed by him ; but this I guefs was 
the Effe^ of Madnefs, which Debauchery, aiid waat of 
Sleep has brought him to. 

Lord That fhall be try'd ; go to th« Place wbere 
Charles has dire<5led you, and do as I cosamandi^u. 

lEx. Servants, 
— Oh fweet LHanay in whom I had plac^ my abfoUite 

Delight, 
And gave thee to this Villain, becaufe I wifti'd thee happy. 
And are my Expe<5lations fall'n to this? 
Upon his Wedding Night to abandon thee, 
And (hew his long dilfembled natural Leudnefs ! 

Char, My Lord, I hope, 'tis not his natural Temper ; 
For e'er we parted, from a brutal Rudenefs, 
He grew to all the Softnefs Grief cou'd dictate. 
He talkt of breach of Vows; of Death, and Ruin, 
And dying at the Feet of a wrong'd Maid ; 
I know not what he meant 

Lord. Ay, there's his Grief ; there is fome jilting HiiiTy 
has drawn him in ; but 111 revenge my felf on bo^ 

Enter Page. 

Page. A Letter for your Lordfhip. 

Lord 
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Lard reads. 



My LORD, 



S your Goodnefs has been ever great towards me, fo 



4. 
/ humbly bej'eech you to continue it ; and the greatejl 
fsyou can give me of it, is to u/e all your Inter eft to 
undo that tye between Bellmour and my /elf, which with 
Juchyo^you knit. I will fay no more, but as you love 
my JLiu, and my dearer Houour, get a Divorce, or you 
fuiUjee both ruir^d in 

Your Diana. 

[Gives Charles the Letter, 
Lord A Divorce I yes, if all my Intereft or Eilate 

can ptn'chafe it fome Joy yet that thou art well. 

Char. Doubtlefs her Reafons mull be great for this 

£ord. Yes, for fhe lov'd him paflionately ; when I 
firft told her of my Defigns to marry *em together, fhe 
could not hide her Joy. ; which was one Motive, I urg'd it 
to him with fuch Violence. 

Char. Perfons fo near of Kin do fddom profper in 
fhe Marriage-Bed. 

Lord However 'tis, I now think fit to unmarry 'em; 
And as for him, III ufe him with what Rigor 
The utmofl Limits of the Law allows me. 

Char. Sir, I befeech you 

Lard You befeech me J You, the Brother of the Vil- 
lain ! that has abus'd the beft of all my Hopes 1 No, 

I think 1 Ihall grow (for his fake) to hate all that be- 
longs to him. 

Char. Sir, how have I offended t 

Lard. Yes Sir, you have offended me, and Nature has 
offended me ; you are his Brother, and that's an Offence 
tome. 

Char. Is that a Fault, my Lord ? 

Lard Yes Sir, a great one, and 111 have it fo; and 
let me tell you, you nor your Sifler (for that reafon) mufl 
expeft no more Friendfhip at my Hands, than from thofe 
that are abfolute Strangers to you : Your Brother has re- 
fus'd yoa your Portions, and m have as little Mercy as he, 

and 
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and fo farewel to you But Where's the MefTenger 

that brought the Letlef ) 

Page. Without, my Lord. \Ex. Lord and Page. 

Trujl. Here's like to be a hopeful end of a noble Fami- 
ly. My Comfort is, I (hall die with Grief, and not fee 
theiaflofye. [Weeps. 

Char. No Trv/ly, I have not been fo meanly educated, 
but 1 know how to live, and like a Gentleman : All 
that affliifls me in this Misfortune, is my dear Sifter Pkil- 
iis, ftie's young ; and to be left poor m this loofe Town, 
will ruin her for ever. 

Trujl. Sir, I think we were bed to marry her out of 
the way. 

Char. Marry her ! To whom ) who is't regards poor 
Virtue? 

Tru/l. For that let me alone ; and if you dare trull her 
to my Management, 111 undertake to marry her to a Man 
of 2000 /. a Year ; and if it fail. 111 be furc to keep hor 



Hoi 



rfafe. 



Char. Prithee how wilt do this ? 

Tndl. Sir, 1 have-ferVd your Family thcfe thirty Years, 
with Faith and Love ; and if I lofc my Credit now. 111 
never pretend to't more. 

Char. Do what thou wilt, for 1 am fure thouSl honeft, 
And 111 refign my Sifter to thy Condu^ 
Whilft I endeavour the Converfion of my Brother. 

[Exit Charles. 
Enttr Phillis. 

Phil. No News yet of my Brother? 

Truji. None : The Next you'll hear is, that he's un- 
done, and that you muft go without your Portions ; and 
worfc than thai, I can tell you, your Uncle dcligns to 
turn you out of Doors. 

Phil. Alas ! what (hou'd I do, if he Ihou'd be fo 
cruel ? Wou'd 1 were in Flanders at my Monaftery again, 
ifthisbetrue. ' 

Tru/l. I liave better Bus'nefs for you, than telling fl 
Beads — No, Mrs. Phillis, you muft be married. 

Phil. Alas ! I am loo young, and fad for Love. 

Truft. The younger, and the Icfs Love, the better. 
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£Httr Page. 

Pagf. Mr. Trujly, here's a Gentleman wou'd fpeak with 
you, he fays his Name's Mr. Sham. 

Truji. Gad's me, Miftrcfs, put on all your Holiday 

Looks : for this is the little Merchant of Love by Retail, 

that brings you the Husband I proniis'd you. 

Enter Sham. 

Sham- Weil, Mr. Trujty. 1 have brought Sir Timothy, 

_ as 1 promis'd, he is at the Garden-door. 

, Trufi. The bed time in the World, my Lord's out of 

I Shtait, But you know our Conditions. 

Tmft. Yes, that if he marry her, you are to have all 
the Money that he offers to debauch her. 
Sham. Right. 
TruJL Bring him in then, and 111 civilly withdraw. 

[Exit Trvjfy. 
Enter Sham, bringing in Sir Timothy. 
Sir Tim. WeU Sham, thou haft prepai'd all things, and 
Ibere needs no Ceremony. 

Sham. None, none, Sir ; you may fall down-right to 
-* Bufinds. [Exit. 

EnUr Phillis. 
L'Sr Tim,fings. Come, n^ Phillis, let us improve 
Both our Joys of equal Love ; 
Whilji we in yonder /hady Grove, 
Count Minutes In our Kiffes. 
Phil. What fort of Courtthip's this ? 'tis very odd ! 
Sir Tim. Pox on forma! Fops ; we have high-bom 

and generous Souls, and fcom the common Road 

Come, let's enjoy, whilft Youth and Beauty lads. 
Phil. What mean's this Rudenefs 1 111 tell my Brother. 
Sir Tim. Your Brother ! by Fortune, he's fo leud, that 
Ihould I be fo unconfcionable to leave thee a Virgin but 
this Night, he wou'd ravilh thee himfclf, and that at 
cheaper Rales than I defign to do it. 
Phil. How dare you talk to me at this rate? 

Sir Tim. Talk to thee bv Fortune, 111 play the 

mXarguin with thee, if thou yieldeft not quickly for 
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Pkii. Defend me. Heaven, from fuch a Man. 

Sir Tim. Then it mud defend you from all the Sex ; 
for all Mankind are like me, nay, and all Womankind 
Me, or wou'd be, what 1 muft make tbee. 

PMl. What's that, a Wench ) 

Sir Tim. Fte, fie, that's a grofs Name ; no, a Mifs, 

thafs the Word a Lady of Delight, a Peribn of Plea- 

fure and the reft ; 111 keep thee, not a Woniar of Qua- 
lity fhall be half fo fine Come, dear Fhillts, yfcld. 

Oh, I am mad for the happy hour come, fay the 

word, 'tis but inclining thy Head a little thai thus, pretty 
Eyes down, and thy Cheeks all Blafhes, and fetching a 

long Sigh thus with do — what you pleafe — 

at the end on't— and I (hall take it for gtanled. 

Phil. That, Sir, youTl never hear me fay to any thing 
but a Husband, if I mud fay it then. 

Sir Tim. A Husband I it is enough to fpoil a Man's Ap- 
petite, the very naming on't — By Fortune, thou haft been 
bred with thy great Grand-mother, fomc old Queen Eliza- 
bith Lady, that us'd to preach Warnings to young Maid- 
ais ; but had Ihe liv'd in this Age, (hcwou'd have repented 
her Error, efpecially had (he feen the Sum that I ofltrthee 

■ Come, let's lin, by Fortune, I'm fo vigorous, I 

than ra.vi(h elfe. 

Phil. Unhand me, or I'll call out 1 aiTure you, this 
is not the way to gain me. 

Sir Tim. I know there is a way to gain all mortal 
Womankind ; but how to hit the critical Minute of the 
Bnjerc 

Phil It is paft your Politicks at this time. Sir. 

Sir Tim. \\\ try all ways, and the Devil's in it, if I don't 
hit upon the right at laft. \Afiik. 

All the fofc things IVe faid 

Phil. That a Knight of your Parts ought to fay. 

Sir Tint. Then I have kned'd — and cr/d, and fwore — 

Phil. And damn'd your felf five hundred times. 

Sir 7V»«.Yet (till y'are impregnable— — I'll make ano- 
ther Propofition to you, which is both reafonable and 

modilh— if it prove a Boy FH mttny you the 

Devil's in't, if that be not fair, Phil 
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PkiL Yoo get no eaxndl of me. Sir, aad fo £urewel 
to you. \Ex. Phillis. 

Enter Sham. 

Sir Ttpu Oh Sham^ I am all over iire^ mad to enjoT. 
I have done what Man can do (without doing what I wou'd 
do) and (till (he's Flint ; noUiing will down with her but 
Matrimony — ^what (hall I do ? for thou knoVfl I camiot 
marry a wife without a Fortune. 

Sham, Sir, you know the dd Cheat ; hire a Lay 
Rafcal in a Canonical Habit, and put a ialfe Marriage upon 
her. 

Sir Tim. Lord, that this ihou'd not enter into my Cox- 
comb before ! hafle then and get on e ■ 111 have it 
done inmiediately, ^idiilfl I go after her to keep up my 
flame. [Ex, Sir Tim. 

Sham, And I will fit you with a Farfon presently. [Ex 

SCENE, A Street. 

Enter Friendlove di/gui^d as before. 

Ftiend, I find Diana knows me not ; and this Year's 
abfence, fince I firft made my Addredes to her, has alter'd 
me much, or ihe has loft the remembrance of a Man, 
\diom (he ever difefteem'd till in this lucky Drefs : the 
price of her Favour is Bellmour's Life. I need not have 
oeen brib'd for that, his Breach of Faith both to my Sifter 

and my feif, enough incites me to Revenge He has 

not yet enjo/d her, that Bleflin^ is referv'd for me alone ; 
and tho the Prieft have joyn'd em, that Marriage may 
be difannull'd, and ftve has a Fortime fufHcient to excufe 
her other Faults. 

Enter BellmoiuryA/. 
-Hah! the Man I feek ^fo near my Lodgings 



Bell. Sir I 

Friend, Traitor ! thou knoVft me, and mv bus'nels. 
— Look on this Face, if thou dar'ft look on him whom 
thou haft doubly wrong'd — and draw thy Sword. 

Bell. Thou fliould'ft be Friendlove^ Brother to Celinda. 

D 2 FHend. 



76 



Ttte Town-Fop; or 



Friend. And Lover ai Diana loo — Oh quickly draw, 
Or I (hall leave thee, like a Coward, dead. 

Bell. No, rather like a Sacrifice, [Offers to embraa him. 
And thou Ihou'dft be the Prieft (hould offer it; 
But that I have yet, 
For fame few moments, bufmefs for my Life. 

Friend. I can allow no time for bufinefs now. 
My lititu-ies are in hafle, and fo am I. 

Belt. Shoud'ii thou (lab hereathoufand gaping Wounds, 
Upon this falfe, this perjur'd Heart of mine. 
It wou'd not part with Life, unlcfs 'twere laid 
Near to the Sacred Altar of my Vows, 
Low at the Feet of my fair injur'd Wife. 

Friend. Hah means he his Wife 1 \Afidg. 

Canft thou repent thy Injuries to her, 

And leave the ren of all thy Sins ncgleflcd f 

Bell. Thofe I have done to thee, iho foul and barba- 

May plead the Excufe of Force — but thofe to her. 
Not thou, nor I, nor ftic, or HeaVn can pardon. 

Friend. Heav'ns ! 
My Siller's Wrongs, and mine, may plead Excufe, 
But thofe to her alone can ne'er be pardon'd. 
— This place. Sir, is loo open — come with m^ 
For I've defir'd, and now rcfolve to kill thee. 

Bell. Andfo thou (halt ; defencelefs, I will yield. 
And leave my Bofom open to thy Sword. 
For I will fee her nor can I die unpardon'd. 

Friend. See his Wife 1 Of whom do you demand 

her. 

Bell. Of thee 1 dar"!! thou detain me ? 

\Pffers to go in. 

Friend. Death I how fhou'd he know flic's here ? 

{Afidt. 
— Stay, Sir, this way our Bufmefs lies. \PuUs him baelu 

Bell^ I ask not thine, but mine lies only this way. 

\pffers logo in i^aiit. 
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FrientL By Heav'n you fhall not enter here. 

BelL I know thou lov'fl her. 
And 'tis with Reafon thou den/fl an Entrance 
To one fo much unworthy to approach her. 

Friend, Yes, I do love her, and dare own it too ; 
And will defend her from one fo bafe and treacherous. 

BelL Who dares deny thy Reafons ? 

Friend. Sh' has made me take an Oath, to fight with 
thee; 
And every Wound my lucky Sword (hou'd make, 
She bad me fay, was fent thee from her Hate. 

BelL Oh I believe thee : prithee tell on, yoimg Man, 
That I may die without the aid of Woimds. 

Friend To break thy Heart, know then, (he loves an- 
other, 
And has took back the Vows fhe made to thee. 
And given 'em to a Man more worthv of 'em. 

BelL Alas ! I credit thee — ^yet — tnen by Heav'n (he's 
(aUe! 
And I will know, why 'tis (he is thus perjur'd. 



J Offers to go. 



— Nay now — nor Heaven, nor Hell, (hall hinder me, 
— Stand 0% or to the number 111 add one Sin more, 
And make my Pa(rage to it thro thy Heart 
Friend And fo you (hall, Sir. 

[Theyjighty Bellmour di/amts Friend, and runs in* 
— Difarm'd I by Heaven you (hall not fo efcape 
A Rage that is too jud here to give o'er. 

SCENE changes to the Infide of 
Friendlove'j Lodgings. 

Enter CelindsLy as before ^ met by Nur/e. 

Nur. Oh Madam, here's Mr. Bellmour \ he has 
wounded my young Mader, who den/d him Entrance 
and is come into the Houfe, and all in Rage demands his 
Wife. 

CeL Oh Heav'n ! Demands his Wife ; Is that (ad Curfe 
Added to all the reft ?- — Does he then love her? 

D 3 Enter 
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Enter Bellmoar with two Swords. 

Nur. Whither do jou prcfs. Sir) and what's your 
buCners ? 

BM To fee my Wife, my Wife, Impertinence ; 
And tnuft I meet with nought but Oppofitionl 

[pH^t ker roughly auK^, 

Ctl. Let him come in. 

Nur. Many he lets himfelf in, 1 thank him. 

Cil. What Man art thou thus cover'd o'et with Horror? 

Bell. One fent from Hell to punifh Perjury ! 

Where's this perfidious Fair ) this blulhlefs Maid, 

Thai has by my Example broke her Vows ? 
A Precedent that Fiends wou'd Oiame 10 follow. 

CeL What is't you mean. Sir I 

Dell. A thing that has no Name, (he is fo bad ; 
One who fo lately gave her felf to me. 
And now is flown into another's Arms : 
One that attacks my Life, for the fame Sins 
Which ihe her felf commits— and thinks to live too. 

Yet dill the is my Wife, whom I have injur*d : 

Till when, Ihe was a Saint- .—come lead me to her, 

Tbo (be be falfe as I, yet I'U forgive it. 

{ThrOTvs by the Smords, 

Cel. Heavn's ! he repents his Cruelty to her. 
And never mentions mc 1 Ah then 'tis time to die. 

And that 1 tnay be fure of Death \_Afidi. 

Weil, Sir, I willcondufl this happy Lady to you. 

Bell. Gods ! Happy ! whilft I am wretched. 

Oh what anAgue chills my Diivering Limbs, 

Turns my hot Rage to fofteft Love, and Shame I 

Were I not here to die here at her Feet, 

I wou'd not (land the Shock of her Reproaches. 
— But yet Ihc need not fpeak, a Look's fuflicient 

To call up all my Sins to my undoing 

— She comes Oh Heav'n ! (he comes 

Enter Celinda and Dimuu 
Like penitent Criminals thus with my Eyes <te- 

I bow my Head, for the lalt fad Blow. {StaiUb bo^d. 

Cel. 
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CfL Sir, in Obedience to your Commands, 
I've broii^ht the Lady. 

Dia. How ! The perfidious Bellmour I 
The only Objedt of my Hate and ScorUi 

BelL Say on, my angry Deity [Kneels. 

Whilfl I thus trembling hear my fatal Doom, 
Like Sinners, confcious ne'er to be forgiven, 
I dare not lift my guilty Eyes towards Heaven. 

CeL Can I hear this, and yet retain my Life ? 

Dta. Had I but two days fince beheld this Youth 
Thus profbrate at my Feet, I fhould have thought 
My feu more bleft, 

Than to have been that Deity he calls me. 

Enter Friendlove. 

Friend. Defend me! The Traitor here! AndatZ^^s 
Feet! 
The fittefl AHar f<»r my Sacrifice ! 

Turn, turn, from what thou lov'ft, and meet my 

Juflice. 

Cel, Oh hold, my dearefl Brother. 

[Bellmour ri/es^ and items db&uL 

BelL Nay, now Pm ready for the welcome Sword, 
Since mv Celindds faHe, and cannot pardon, 

Cel. Oh do not die ¥dth that profane Opinion. 
Celinda falfe ! or cannot pardon thee I 

Dion. Stay, generous Sir, my Pity haa forgiven him. 

BelL Thou ! Why who art tho u ■ ■ ■ D tana f 

Dian. Yes, that Dtanoy 
Whom, maugre all the Penitence thou fhew'fl, 
Can fcarce forgive the Injuries thou hafl done her. 

BelL I ihew a Penitence for injuring thee 1 
By Heav'n, I never cou'd do one, or Sther ; 
All that I am is the divine Celindds. 

Friend. He's ftark mad ) {Afide. 

BelL But fince (he cannot pardon,! can die. 

\Offeri to fall on hix Sword 

CeL Canfl thou not credit me ? She pardons thee. 
Live — and enjoy — Diana. \Tftrns her Face from him. 

BelL What art thou, who knoVfl her Heart io wdl ? 
Art thou my Rival ! the bleffed Youth, to ^diom 

D 4 She 
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She has given her Voirs ? — Live, and enjoy, Diana t 

-V — •! • . D.-„_i __ J r»ii i-fii .u-^ 



\Opens her Arms, Diana ^wi hhit • he 
lets fall his Sivord, and gates. 

Bell. Dull dull Adorer ! Not lo know my Saint 

Oh how 1 have profan'd ! To what Ilrangc Idol 
Was that I kneel'd, 
MiJlaking it for a Divinity 1 

Cel. To your fair Wife Diana. 

Bell. Oh cruel Maid r 
Has Heav'n defign'd me any but Celindai 

Dian. Maid 1 Blefs me I— did 1 then love a Woman ? 
1 am plcas'd thou fliould'ft renounce me ; malce it 

And fet me free from Fetters which I hate. 

Bell, rf all our Laws can do't, I will for here 

Ends all my Claim. \To Cellnda. 

Friend. Was this the Wife you did demand of me f 

Bell. Yes, I had no other. 

Dian. Fair Maid ! forgive me all my Ihameful Paflion, 
And charge my Fault upon your Beauty only. 

Cel. Encellent Creature I I ftiou'd fue for that, 
Which my Deceit will never make mc hope. 

Bell. .And art thou true to Love, and all thy Vows 1 
WhilA I to fave my Fortune, 
(That only which cou'd make me merit thee) 
Cave my unwilling Hand to this fair noble Maid. 

Ah Friendlove, when thou heai'ft my Story told, 

Thou wilt forgive, and pity me. 

Dian. What was"! you faid. Sir ? Friendlove ! 

Friend. Yes, Madam, I hope the Name can make no 
diffrence ; 
Or hate that flill. To you but love the Man. 

Dian. Tho I'm again defeated, yet this laR 
Proves leail offenlive ; nor (hall an empty Word 
Alter my fix'd Refolves, to love you IlilL 

Friend. Then I am blell 1 

Bell. Bat yet the Office of the PrieR has paft : 
What Remeay for that ? 




Sir TiMOTiiv Tawdrey. 8l 

DioH. My Uncle's Pow'r, the NearaeCs of our Blood, 
The Contradiftion of our CircumClances. 

Btli. And above all that, my Conlradl with Celiada. 

Meihtnks I feel 3 Joy fpread o'er my Heart, 

The blefled Omen of approaching Happinefa. 

CeL I do believe thee ; for by Sympatby, 
Mine takes new Fire and Hope. 

Dian. I have already writ to my Uncle, and the Mef- 
fenger afTur'd me, he would gratify my Defires ; that 
done I will be yours. \To Fricndlove. 

Bell. But why thus dreft ? it might have led my Rage, 
Full of Defpair and jealouly to have hurt thee. 

Cel. Sir, when the Letter came of your being married, 
I will not idl you all the Etfei^s it had 
Upon my defperate Soul ; 
But this I know, 1 had refolv'd to die. 
But firft to fee you. Your Page inform'd the Nurfe 
All that had pad, of the laft N ight's Bail ; 
And much concern'd, Ihe got this Habit for me. 
And inform'd me how 'twas I was to af\, 
And that my Brother (defcribing his Drefs) was gone 

before. 
This made me balte, left e'er I came 
His Rage had done the BuTincfs which it went for. 

Friend. And fo it had, hadfl thou not hinder'd me ; 
For I, Sir, was the Man who drew on you. 

Bell. And was it thou that didft defend my Heart, 
That I might live to pay thy Goodnefs back? 

Cel. It was to favc your Life, and to expofc my own. 

Dta. Come, let's in, and confult what's beft for us to 
do. 

BelL Come my CeUnda. 
Let us no longer doubt, the Pow'rs above 
Will be propitious to united Love. \Ex CcL 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Sir, my Lord Plefwell is at the Door in his 
Coach. 

Dion. My Uncle come ! Sir, we will not doubt our 
Fortime. 
Bat how can\e he to know of my being here 1 

3—6 D 5 Serv. 
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c after I ha4 given 



Serv. Madam, I fear he follow'd 
him the Letter, 

Enter Lord Plotwell, Oiatles, Trufly. 

Lord. BtUntour and Diana IcneelinK ! 

[Bel, and Diana kmeeL 

Rife; the Joy I have to fee you thus, makes mc 

reTolvc to giajit you any thit^f, and pardon a.U that's 
paA. 

Bell. Be not fo hady in your Goodnefs, Sir, 
Left you repent as faft. 

Dtan. Sir, we have an humble Suit to you. 

Lord. What is it ye can joindy ask, I will not giant % 

Dian. By all that Love yon ever had for me. 
By all thofe Infant Charms which us'd to pleafc you, 
When on your Lap you taught my Tongue that Art 
Which made thofe dear ImpreDions on your Heart, 
Wliich ever fmce to my Advantage greWj 
I do conjure you hear me now 1 fuc, 
And grant the mighty Grace I beg of you. 

Lord. What is it you wou'd ask? 

Bell. Oh drefs your Face and Eyes in gentler Looks, 
If you wou'd have us hope for any Mercy. 

Lord. Rife, and whatirer you ask, I'll fraely grant. 

DioM. That youH undo that Knot, that ties us two. 

Lord. How I this Rcqneft from thee 1 who lov'd him 

And wilh'd no good beyond polfeOing him. 

Dian. Keav'n has oot, Sir, decreed us foi each other: 
Something of Fate or Ciiance 
Has otherwife difpos'd thofe iirfl Rcfolves. 

Lord. Too virtuous Maid, I know thou doll but feign. 
His Wickcdnels has forc'd thee to this change. 

Dian. No, Sir, were he the only Man 
Of kind and good, I never wou'd be his. 

And if you Ihou'd compel me, I ihou'd live 

The infamous Reproach of my whole Sex. 

Lord. Well, and you Sir, that arc the caufe of this, 
What canft thou fay to move me for thy Pardon I 

Bill. 1 am fo guilty in your Opinion, 
My Prayers wou'd but make you morcitefa ; 
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I only fay CeHnda is my Wffe^ 

And I fhou'd injure this too generous Maid, 

Not to adore her equal to her Merit 

Lord. I fee, Sir, you have found your Wits again. 
— ^WelL I fee there's no oppofmg Deftiny ; 
And I have ilill fuch tendemefs for thee, [7b Dian. 

That hadft thou pl^ded this Caufe to me before, 
I (hou'd have been lefs cruel to him. 

^Where is that Lady which you fo admire, 

Whofe Beauty does edipfe that of Diatuu 

Bellmour^ctfi' out^ and brings in Celinda. 

Dtan. This, Sir, is fhe who merits more than L 

Lord, She's fair indeed ; here Franks 
I give thee thy Celinda^ whofe Beauty 
Excufes an thv Faults of Difobedience. 

BdL Thus low, I thank you for this Goodnefs, Sir. 

\Kneeh. 

Lord There only wants the Ceremony of the Law to 
undo what's between you and DianOy if fhe remain a 
Viran. 

Sell. For mte, by Heav*!! (he is ; 
And for the refl, I do not doubt her Virtue. 

Dion. You may believe him, Sir ; and this alone's the 
Man, in whom I will, or never will be happy. 

Lord Mr. Friendlove \ I give confent to't, he has a 
noble Charadler ; and what he wants in Fortune^ has in 
Virtue take her young Man. 

Friend, 'Tis fuch an Honour, Sir. that my Gratitude, 
without the mighty Paflion I have for her, would make 
me ever thankfiiL 

Lord This Term, we fhall make the former Marriage 
void ; till then love on, and fear no Frowns firom For- 
tune but Nephew now I hope your Brother fhall 

have his Portion. 

Bell. My dearefl Charles, forgive me all that's pafl. 
And (hare the Fortune Heaven has g^ven thy Brother. 

Char, The Joy I have, Sir, to be undeceiv'd, is much 
the greatefl Bldung Heav'n can fend me. 



Enter 
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Ettter Sir Timothy, follovfd h Phillis, Sham, Sharp, 
and Butiy FlauntiL 

Sir Tim. I am purfu'd by two impertinent Women \ 
pnthec Friendlove, tell 'em I am gone out at the Back- 
door, and fend 'em away. 

Lord. Whafs the News here ? 

Sir Tim. How Celinda here, and Bellmour X.oo\ Nay, 
now wou'd I compound for my Life, at any rate, by For- 
tune. 

Pktl. Sir, this Villain here has abus'd me, and with a 
falfe Marriage has rob'd me of my Honour. 

Sell. Howl 

Sir Tint. My Lord, I fay this young Jilt would have 
rob'd mc of my felf; and courting her, and enjoying 
her only for a Mifs, would perfuade me I am married to 
her. 

Flaunt Sir, I fay, 1 am doubly wrong'd ; firft by this 
feJfe Knight, who has belong'd to me this three Years, 
which gives me a right to him, as good as if I were mar- 
ried to him ; who has now unlawfully left my Bed, for 
that of this Giltlurt, who, on the other fide, takes away 
my Knight, and confcqueutly eats the Bread out of my 
Mouth. 

Bell. What means all this? 
Speak fome of yc that know. 

flaunt. Oh Lord 1 Who's here ? The fine Squire ? 

[A/idt. 

Truft. Sir Timothy Ta-mdrcy, Sir, is married to Mrs. 
Pkiltis. 

Sir Tim. How can that be a Marriage, when he who 
join'd us, was but a hired Fellow, drefs'd like a Parfon 7 

Truft. Sir, 'twas Parfon Tickletext that manyd 'em. 

Sir Tim. Oh what a damn'd lying Pimp is this ! 

Sham, didil thou not hire a Fellow, (becaufe I was dam- 
nably in Love, and in halle) to marry us, that was no 
Parfon? 

Sham. Why truly Sir 1 did go to hire fuch a 

Sir Tim. Look ye tliere now. 
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Sham. But cou'd meet with none ; and becaufe you 
faid you lliou'd die if you enjo/d her not prefently, and 
that (he would not yield on any other Terms, but Ihofe 
of Marriage, 1 e'en brought the I'arfon that TVi^^ had 
provided for you. 

Sir Tim. Oh Villain, to betray me I and for no Rc- 

Truft. Yes indeed, Sir, the four hundred Guineas you 
left behind my young MIArefs's Looking-glafs fell to his 
(hare. 

Sir Tim. What's my Money gone I and I am many'd 

This 'tis not to ufe to go to Church : for then I might 
have chanc'd to know the Parfon. 

Bell. Death you Y)tig ! you deferve to die, for your 
bafe Defigns upon a Maid of her Quality — —How durft 
yon. Sifter, without my leave, marry thai Rafcal? 

Phil. Sir, you den/d me my Portion, and my Uncle 
defigri'd to turn me out of doors, and in my DefpaJr I 
accepted of him. 

flaunt. Married ! and to a Wife of no Fortune I that's 
the worfe part on't — what (hall 1 do ? 

Bell. Renounce this leud Fool, and 111 make thee a 
Fortune fuitable to your Quality. 

Sir Tim. Say you fo ) Renounce me, Sir I I'd have 

you to know I merit her : And as for Leudncfs, I name 
no body, Brllmpur^— but only fomc have the Art of 
hiding It belter than I — but for Whoring, Drinking, 
Dicing, and all the deadly Sins that thereupon depend, 1 
thank my Stars, I come (hort of you : And (ince you fay, 
I Ihal] not have your Sifter, by Fortune I will have your 
Sifter, and love your Sifler, and lie with your Siller, in 
fpite of you. 

LorA Weil, Sir Timothy, fince my Niece has done 
amifs, 'tis too late to mend it— and that you may not 
repent, I'll take care her Fortune fhall be fuitable to the 
Jomturc youll make her. 

Bell. With this provifo, that you make no Settlement 

to MifTes, Sir Timothy— \ am not fo unreafonable to tie 

you up from all of that PoflefTion ; that were to fpoil a 

falhionable 
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iiedhionable Husband, and fo put you quite oat of Fop- 
road. 

Lord, This Day well fet apart for Mirth, 
And all mud make my Houfe their happy home^ 

Bell. To thee, Celinda, all my Good t owe. 
My Life, my Fortune, and my Honour too, 
Since all had perilh'd by a broken Vow. 

Flaunt. What am I like to lofe my Timn^l Canifl 
thou have the Heart to leave me for ever? I who have 
been true and conftant to you ? 

Sir Tim. Alas I now I mufl melt again, by Fortxme — 
thou art a Fool, dofl think I wou'd have had her, but 
for her Fortune ? which fhall only ferve to make thee 

out-flaunt all the Cracks in Town go ^home and 

expe^ me, thoult have me all to thy felf within this Day 
or two: 

Since Marriage btU a larger Licence ie 
Far every Fop of Mode to ke^ a Mtfs. 
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EPILOGUE. 

Spoken by Sir Timothy Tawdry. 

SIR Timothy, Gallants^ at laft is come 
To know ms SenUncey and reaive His Doom. 
But pray before you are re/olv'd to be 
Severey look onyour/elvesy and then on me; 
Obferue me welly I am a Man of Show^ 
Of Noifey and Nonfenfey as are moflofyou. 
I ho all of you doiltjhare with me in Title, 
In Charaderyoii differ very little. 
Tell me in what you find a Difference ? 
// may be you will fay yyoi^re Men ofSenfe ; 

Bui Faith 

Were one of you dtH Stagey and I €tK Pity 

He might be thought the Fop^ and I the Wit 

On equal Ground yot^ II fcarce know one from father; 

We are as likey as Brother is to Brother, 

To judge againft me then wou^d be Ill-Naturey 

For Men are kind to thofe they re like in Fediure, 

For Judges therefore I accept you all ; 

ByyoUy Sir Timothy willfland or fall. 

H/s too faint-hearted thcU his Sentence fearSy 

Who has the Honour to be trydbys Peers, 



THE 



( 88 ) 



THE 

FALSE COUNT: 

O R, 

A New Way 
To play an old Game. 



PROLOGUE. 

Spoken by Mr, Smith. 

brMjRj NOW all ye IVhigs and Tories efthi Pit, 
K S«3 ( Ve furious Guelpks and Gibelim of Wit, 
Hun^ ^'^/'"■l^''<^'"'/''i'"^<^'^''^^ of Forty Oiu 
EhBsI Sofurioufly mamtain the parrel on) 
Our Author, oi yei/lljind it writ in Story, 
Has hithtrto been a mojl ■wicked Tory % 
But WW, to Hi joy dtk Brelhrai be it/poken, 
Ot$r Stair's vain mtftaken Eyes an open ; 
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/ind wi/ffy vatuin^ >ur dear Initrefl now, 
A U-powerful Whtgs, converted is io you. 
Tvias loKgJhe didmaiHlain Ihe Royal Cau/e, 
Argiid, aijputedy raiPd ivitk great Afifilaufe ; 
Writ MoMigals and Doggerel on the Times, 
And fkare'dyou all ■ariih your Fore-falkeri Crimes ; 
Nay, confidently /wore ita Plot was true, 
But that/ojliiy carried (m by yon : 
Raifd kornd Scandals on you, killijk Stories, 
In Conventicles how you eat young Tories ; 
At Itit did heretofore eat Chrillian Suckling ; 
And brought an Odium on your pious Gutling : 
What this is all Malice it JelJ can fay. 
You for the good Old Caufe devoutly eat and pray, 
Tho this one Text were able to convert ye. 
Ye needy Tribe of ScribUrs Io the Party ; 
Yet there arc more advantages than thefe. 
For write, invent, and ina& what Plots you pieafe. 
The wicked Party keep your Witneffes ; 
likefruml Cuckold-makers you beget 
Brats thatfecut'd by others JireiJ^allftt. 
Your Conventicling Miraeles out-^ 
All that the Whore of Babylon e'er knew : 
By wondrous art you make Rogues honefi Men, 
And when you pieafe transform 'em Rogues again. 
To day a Saint, if he hit hang a Papijf, 
Peach a true Proteftant, your Sainfs tum'd Alheifi : 
And ifying Sacraments do lefs Srevail, 
Than livtng ones, tho took m Lami's-lVool-Ale. 
Who wou'dnot then be for a Common-weal, 
Jo have the Villain cover'd with his Zeali 
A Zeal, who for Convenience can difpenfe 
With Plays provided therms no Wit nor Senfe. 
For Wifs profane, and Jefuitical, 
And Flattings Popery, and the Devil and all. 
We then have fitted you with one to day, 
'Tit writ as 'twere a Recantation Play ; 
Renouncing all that has pretence to witty. 
T'oblige the Reverend Brumjgham'j' o'th' City : 
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NofmuUy ScetuSy no Jefis to nuweyour Laughkry 
Nor Love thatfo debauches all your DoMghiers, 
Butjhoi^d the Torys now, who will defert tm^ 
Becaufe they find no dry bobs onyourParty^ 
Re/olve to ht/s, as late didPapi^ Crew, ) 

By Yea and Nay ^ flt^ll throw her felf on you, V 

The grand Inquefl of WMgSy to whomjhis true. ) 

Then let *em rail and hi/s, and damn their filly 
Your Verdi^ will be Ignoramus/Sri^ 



I I 1 * Bi^li ni ■>!■ ilW V ■ 



Dramdtis 



Dramatis Perfonse. 



MEN. 

Don Carlosy Govemour of Cadis, young \ *,.. c— vi 

and rich, in love with Julia, > ^^' ^^^'^^ 

Antonio, a Merchant, young and rich, \ 

Friend to Carlos, in love with Clara, > Mr. Wilt/hire* 

but promised to Isabella, J 

/rvzff^;^^, old and nch, Husband to Ttr/fVi, ) ^^ \r^i,^^ 

and Father to I/abelki, \ ^^- ^^'^^ 

BaUaser, Father to Julia and ClarOy Mr. Bright. 
Sebaftian^ Father to Antonio, Mr. Freeman, 

Cuxman, Gentleman to Carlos^ Mr. UnderhilL 

Guiliont, a Chimney-Sweeper: the Falfe / w j- 

Two overgrown Paces to the Falfe Coimt 

Petro, CaShier to AjUMitk 

Captain of a Gaily. 

Two Seamen. 

Lopes^ Servaat to Baliaute. 

Sareraldifguis'dLlike Turkic 



WOMEN. 

JuUa^ Wife to Frand/cOy youmr tnd J w^ n^^v 
handfom, in love witk C^rL, \ ^^^''^' 

Cto[a»Siiler to T^i^ia love with .tf^ji^ 1^ p^^ 

Ifabella, Daughter to Franc^co; proud,) 
vain and foolifh. defpiiing all Men un- f w^ r*j ^^^ , 
der thed^ree of QuaHty, and falls m( *^"- ^'''^^• 
love with GuiUomf ) 

yadtUOf WAman to yuHay Mrs. Osbonu, 

Dancersi Singers, &*c. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
The Street. 



Enter Carlos, Antonio, imd Guzman. 

all that's good, I'm mad, (tark 
raving toad, 
o have a Woman young, rich, 
beautiful, 
I Jud oa the point of yielding to my 

Snalcht from my Arms by fuch a Bead as this ; 

An old ridiculous Buffoon, paft Pleafure, 

Part Love, or any thing that tends that way ; 

lU-favour'd, ill-bred, and ill-qualif/d, 

With more Difeafes ihan a Horfe paft Service ; 

And only bleft with Fortune and my Julia ; 

For him, I fay, this Mifer,to obtain her. 

After my tedious nights and days of Love, 

My midnight Waichings, Quarrels, Wounds and Dangers; 

■ My Perfon not unhandfom too. 

By HeaVn 'twas wondrous (Irange I 

Ant. And old FranciYco, wi&out the expence of an 
bout's Courtlhip, a Biliet-Dotix, or fcarce a fight of her, 
could gain her m a day ; and yet 'tis wonder, your For- 
tune and your Quality, (hould be refus'd by Don Baltaxer 
her Father. 

Car. A Pox upon't, I went the wrong way to work, 
and courted the Daughter ; but indeed my Father, the 
late Govemour of Cadis, whofe Eftatc and Honour I 
now enjoy, was tthen living ; and, fearing he would not 
content to my Paffion, I endeavoured to keep it fecret, 
tho facred Vows had pafl between us two. 

Ant. 
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Ant. Did (he not tell you of this Marriage with old 
Fraud/to i 

Car. The night before, (he did ; but only by a Letter 
from her Window dropt : which when by the help of a 
dark Lanthom, I had read, I was llruck dead with 
CrieC [Givis Aim Ike Letter. 

Am. reads.] ExpeR te morrow night to hear I'm 

dead,fmce the next Sun will guide mt 

to a fatal Marriage with old Francifco. 

KoKrJ Julia. 

Car. Judge, dear Antonio, my Surprize and Grief; 
A-while 1 Hood unmov'd, thougbtlefs, and fdent, 
But faon Rage wak'd me to new Life again ; 
But what 1 faid and did, 1 leave to raging Lovers, 
LikedifappoLnted me, to gucfs and judge ; 

She heard^ and only anfwer'd me in Tears, 

Nor could I beg one tender Word from her, 

She figh'd, and (hut the Window too, and vanifh'd. 

Ant. And (he accordingly the next day was married. 

Car. She was — and I have fince endeavoured all the 
Arts and Ways I can to cuckold hjmi 'tis now two 
months fmce the Wedding, andl hear he keeps her as clnfe 
as apteliiH, jealous as Age and Impotence can make him. 
She hitherto has been abfent at Sevil, but Expeflation of 
her Daughter-in-law's Wedding with you has brought 'em 
hither,— —and I ask your Pardon, Antonio, for railly- 
ing your father-in-law that fhall be, olAFranci/ca. 

Ant. I hope you aremifcken, Sir. 

Car. How, are you not to marry his Daughter I/a- 
iellal 

Ami. Not, if I can help it, Sir, the Honour you 

have done me in your Friendlhip to me, a Perfon fo much 
above me in Title and Birth, makes me think it my Du- 
ty to conceal no part of my Heart to you, Know 

then this Ifabella Daughter to old Franci/co, and your 
Cuckold that fhall be I hope, is, tho fair, moll ridicu- 
loully proud, vain and fantallical i as all of her Birth and 
Education, grown rich, are. 

Car. Prithee, what was her Birlh % 

Ant. 
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Ant. Why, her Father, old FraHci/co, was in his youth 
an Englifli Cord wainer. that is to fay, a Shoomaker, which 
be improv'd in time to a Merchant ; and the Devil and his 
Knavery helping him to a. confiderable Eflate, he fet no 
for Gentleman : and being naturally a ftingey, hide-bonnd 
Rafcal, and in the Humour of Jcaioufy even out-doing 
the mod ripid of us Spam'ariis, be came over into Spain, 
to fettle with his whole Family, where his Wife dying, 
to heighten the Vice, marries this young Julia, your 

Mitlrefs, Sir ; and now this Daughter of his having 

wholly forgot her original Dunghill, feis up for a Vifcoun- 
(efs at leaft, tho her Father has defign'd me the Bleffmg ; 
but 1 have fijrt my Heart and Eyes elfe-where, Clara, the 
young Siller of your Miflrefs, Sir, commands my Liberty. 

Car. I've feen her, Ihe has Youth and Beauty capable 

b3 make a Conqueil any where, but does flie Icnow 

your Love .' 

Artt. She does, and makes me think my Love retitm'd. 

Car. Then know, Antonio, I muft be your RivaL 

Ant. How, Sir I 

Car. You faid but now you were my Friend, Antemo ; 
If true, you muft aflift in my defign. 

Ant. I hllen. Sir, impatiently. 

Car. Then thus ; before I knew (he was your MiAreTs, 
I had refolv'd upon AddreiTes to her, is order to't, have 
treated with her Father about a Marriage. 

AnI. How 1 and wou'd the falfe, forfwom, receive 

Car, No ; but with Tears implores her Father daily, 
whene'er he fpeaks to her about my Paffion ; nor can I 
undeceive her, for indeed I have butfeign'd a Love, (She 
living in the fame houfe with yulia whilll here at CVaft'*) 
to get an opportunity with that dear, charming Creature ; 
for, coming as a Brother, fure (he/ll admit me kindly ; 
nor will Frrmci/cg, who has heard of what has pall 'twixt 
me and yulia, fufpedl me any more. 

Ant. I knew I had a Rival, Sir, whom Ciara lov'd 
not ; but ne'er cou'd get it from her who he was, for fear 
of mifchief '. I have often the Liberty to fee her, under 
the name and pretence of l/abell^s Lover. 
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Car. And I vifit her only to get a fight of Julia, which 

hitherto has been LmpofTiblc, tho 1 have oft endeavour'd 
iL 1 beg you'll not be jealous ; for this, by Heav'D, is 
only my DeTign. 

AiU. Ill tnift my Life, my Honour njid my MiftreTs in 
(o good hand^ at any time. 

Car. You oblige me; but tho I find your C/iird cold 
and cruel, I/abella would invite me to her Love, and 
makes ib many kind advances to mc 

Ant. So would flie for your Title, were you defonn'd, 
and had do fhape of Man about you \ but me, bccaufe a 
little Citizen and Merchant, Qie fo reviles, calling mc bafe 
Mcchanick, laucy Fellow : and wonders where I got the 
Impudence lo fpeak of Love to her — in fine, I am refolv- 
ed lo be reveng'd on all her Pride and Scorn ; by Heav'n, 

1 will invent tome dire Revenge : I'm bent upon'^ 

and will about it inflanily. 

Car. And would you do it home and handfomly, and 
have a good occafion of being difcngaged from her, and 
make her felf the inflrumcnt ? 

AnL Ay, fuch a Plot were worth the Profecution. 

Car. And fuch a one I have in my head : Gusmait, my 
Servant, knows a fellow here in Cadis, whom for his 
pleafant humour I have oft □bferv'd, as I have pall the 
Streets, but too mean to be convers'd with, by alnioft 
any human thing, by Trade a Chimney-Sweeper. 

Ant, On, Sir, I befeech you. 

Car. This Fellow's of a quick Wit and good Appre- 
henfion, tho poliGbly he cannot afi the Don fo well, yet 
that which makes up the bell part of our young Gallants 
notr a-days, he IbaJI not want ; that is, good Clothes, 

Money, and an Equipage, and a little Inllruction 

will ferve turn. 

Anf. I'm ravifht with the Fancy; let me fee 

he Oiaji be an Engiiyk Lord, or a. Frfii^A Count. 

ell fumiih him with Bills on Seignior 



Car. Either, well fumiih him with I 
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Cia: Guzman, have you not obferv'd this Fellow I am 
fpeaking off. 

Gus. ObferVd him. Sir ! I know him particularly, 111 
fetch him to you now. Sir; he always Hands for new 
Imployment with the reft of his Gang under St. Jagift 
Church- wall. 

Car. Bring him anon lo my Lodgings, where well 
prepare him for the Adventure. 

Ant. And if the proud I/aiella bite not at fo gay a 
bait, 111 be bound to be married to her. 

Ccar. And if Ihe do not, ptofTibly that may be your Fate — 
but in return, you mull let Clara know the Defign I 
have, and, undeceiving her opinion of my Love, make 
her of our Party. 

Ant. Truft my Friendfhip, Sir, and Management. V\ 
go to her iDflantly, that is, make a Vifit to I/abella, and 
get an opportunity to fpeak with Clara. 

Car. And 1 mud write a letter to yuUa, to imdeceive 
her Fears too, could 1 but get it to her. 

Cua. For that let me alone. {Exeaal/evgraily- 

SCENE 11, A Chamber. 

Enter Julia iiMi/Jacinta. 

'}ae. Lord, Madam, you are as melancholy as a lick 
Parrot. 

Jul. And can you blame me, Jacinta f have I not 
many Reafons to be fad? firil have I not lofl the only 
Man on earth in Don Carlos, that I cou'd love f and 
worfe than that, am married to a Thing, fit only for his 
Tomb ; a Brute, who wanting fenfe to value me, treats 
me more like a Prifoner than a Wife ?— and his Pretence 
is, becaufe I fhould not fee oor hear from Don Carlos. 

Jac. Wou'd I were in your room, Madam, I'd cut 
him out work enough Pd warrant him ; and if he duril 
impofeon me, i'faith I'd transform both his Shape and 
his Manners ; in (hort, I'd try what Woman hood cou'd 
do. And indeed, the Revenge wou'd be fo pleafant, I 
wou'd not be without a jealous Husband for all the World J 
and really, Madam, Don Carlos is fo fwect a Gentleman. 
J.L 
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Av, but the Sin, Jacinia ! 
fac. O my Confcience Heav'n wou'd forgive It ; for 
this match ot yours, with old Francifcoy was never made 
theret 

JuL Then if I wou'd, alas what opportunities have I, 
£»* I confefs ilnce his fiiil Vows made nim mine 

Jac» Right— that lying with old Franct/co it flat Adul- 
tc^. 

JuL I mighty with fome excufe, give my fdf away to 
Carlos — But oh, he's £dfe, he takes unjufUy all the Vows 
he naid me, and gives 'em to my Sifter Clara now. 

Jac^ Indeed that's fomething imcivil. Madam, if it be 
troeu 

yuL True ! my Father has with joy confented to it, 
and he has leave to viiit her ; and can I live to fee't ; 
No^ Mifchief will enfue, mv Love's too high, too nicdy 
true to brook Affronts like tnat 

y^tc Yet you firft broke with him. 

yuL Not I ; be witneds Heav'n with what reludlancy 
I /orc'd my breaking heart ; and can I fee that charming 
Body in my Sifter's Arms ! that Mouth that has fo oft fwom 
Love to me kift by another's Lips! no Jcudnta^ that 
night that gives him to another Woman, iball fee him 
d^id between the Qiarmer's Arms. My Life I hate, and 
when I live no more for Carlos^ 111 ceafe to be at all ; it 
is refolv'd. 

yac Faith, Madam, I hope to live to fee a more comi- 
cal end of your Amours but fee where your amiable 

Spoufe comes with Don BaltazeryoMi Father. 
Enter Francifco and Baltazer. 

Fran. So— you two are damnable clofe together, 
'tis for no goodnefs 111 warrant, you have your trade be- 
times. 

Jac Meaning me^ Sir ? 

Fratu Yes you, pne of my Wife's evil Counfellors, — 
go^ get you up both to your lefpeftive Chambers, go— • 

[Ex. 00th. 

Bal. Barring your Compliments, good Son, give me 
leave to fpeak. 

f-7 Vol. III. E Fran. 
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Fran. Sba, 1 knov as w^ as your Teir idtat yon wov'd 
fay now ; you wou'd aflure me I am fole Mafter of your 
Houfe, and may command ; that you an: hi-.irtily glad lo 
fee me nt Cadis, and thai you defire I wou'd refolve up- 
on a Week's (lay, or fo ; that youli fpare nothing for 
my entertainment : why I know aU this, and therefore 
pray take my word, good Father-in- Law, without any 



: qudlioi 



Bal. Well, Sir, pray anfwer i 
drew you to Cadis. 

Fran. Why, 111 tell you ; in the firil place, a Poic of 
all Lovers, 1 fay ; for my Daughter Ifabella is lo be 
married, as you know, lo Anlimio, a young rich Mer- 
chant of this Town ; in the fecond place, my Wife, with 
X Vengeance, muft be gadding to vifit you and her Sifter, 
whom we heard alfo was lo be married to the young Go- 
vernor Don Carlos \ 'tis flireudly againft my will HeavSl 
knows, far my Wits are in an uproar already about 
this bufinefs your Gallants, Father, your young' Gal- 
lants, — 1 wilh my Wife were fccurc at home again. 

Bal. Pray why fo ( 
■ Fran. AOas, I fee the Trick, Sir, a mere Trick put 
tipoD a Man, a married Man, and a married Man to a 
handfome young Woman, — you apprehend me; 

BaL Not I, Sir. 

Fran. Not you. Sir I why look ye, your young Go- 
vernor who now is, made moll defperate love to her 
who is now my Wife, d'ye mind me) but you, be- 
ing a Man of an exai5l Judgment, to her great grief, gave 
her to me, who beft deferv'd her, both for my civil Be- 
haviour, and comely Pcribnage, d'ye undciAand me ? 
but now this Carlos, by his Father's death, being made 
Governor, d'ye fee? is to marry me yotir other daughter 
Clara, and to esafperate me, wou'd never let me be ai 
quid tilt he had got both of us to Cadix, to grace hia 
Wedding ; a Pox of his Invitation, was I lb civil to ia- 

Bal. If this be your Aifliflion, you may avoid it. 
Fran. No, no. 111 try lo force Nature a little, and 
be civil, or fo ; but as foon as the Ceremony's o- 
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lt«er, 111 Ileal out of Town, whip a way, pretlo, i'faitii. 

■ «. Bal. Butftiou'd you do io nide a thing to your new 
^Brother, your Wife wou'd ihink you were jealous of her. 

\ Mo, diffemble that Fault, I befeecb you, 'twill make you 
. >odious to her and all the world, when 'tis necdlcfs, tis 

J taatuial for Women to hate what they fear. 

■~ Fran, Say you £o, then I will ^dc it as much as I 

■ '-can in words, 1 can difTemblc too upon occafton. 

■ ^ BaL Let her remain awhile amongfl us. 

1' Fran. The Devil a bit (he fhiUl, good Father mine, no, 
fttao, I have more years than you. Sir Father, and under- 

■ sBand what Women are, efpecially when married to aa- 
Bftient Men, and have the Converlation of young Men — 
Vwfaofe Eyes like Bafilisks dellroy Modcfty with looking 

%dn 'em ; the very Thought on't has rais'd a Bump in my 

I Forehead already. 

Bal. I am forry you fliould fufpefl my Daughter's Vir- 

. I Fran. May be you are, Sir but Youth you know — 

Spportunity — Occafion— or To — there are Winks, and 
ods, and Signs, and Twirs — and — well in Ihort I am 
Bfi&tisfied, and Qicy that are not may go whiFlIc : and fo 
lld^ go to my Wife, whom I have leK too long alone, evil 
"((houghts will grow upon her Wife, Love Duck- 



ling— 



\CalU her. 



i'wCcr Julia <7«i/ Jaeinta. 

Bal. Wou'd I bad never married her to this Sot. 

yw. Your pleafure, Sir. 

Fran, Only to fee thee, Love. 

Jul. 1 have a Suit to you. 

Fran. What is'i, my Chicken. 

Jul. I wou'd go make a Vifit to my Aunt, my Sifter 
Clard^ there, and I'll go fetch her home. 

Fran. Hum -perhaps the Governor's there too ) 

Jul What if he be ? we ought to make him a vifit 
too, who fo kindly fcnt for us to CaMz. 

Fran. Howl Make a vifit to the Governor? What 

have I to do with the Governor, or what have you to do 

nilh the Governor ? you are no Soldier, Love. As for a 

Vifit to youi Aunt, there's fome realbn in'l ; but for the 

E 2 Governor, 
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Govenior, llunlt no more upon him, I fay no morft 

"Jul. Since he's to nuury my Siller, why Qiou'd fou 
refufe him that Civiliiy. 

Fran. Your Sifter, fo much the wotfe. 

Jul. So much the worfe? 

Fran. I, fo much the worfe, I tell you ; for mnrk me, 
you have been Lgvers lately ; luid old Stories may axife 
tJ^t are not yet forgotten ; and having under the Gokc of 
a Husband both Sifters at command, one for a Wife, 
Mother for a Miftrefs, hoyte, toylc, there wil! be mad 
work i'feith ; what a mixture of Brother by the Father's 
fide, and Uoclc by the Mother's Tide there will be ; Aunt 
by the Mother's fide, and SiOer by the Father's fide ; a 
man may tind as good kindred amongft a kennel of Bea- 
gles.— No, no, no Vifits to the Governor, I bcfeech you, 
Jair Madam. 

Bat. So, yon are at your Jealoufy again. 

Fran. Come, come, I love plain dealing ; befides, 
when (he named the Governor, Flefh and Blood could 
not contain. 

Jul, I fpoke in reference to his Quality, 

Fran. A Pox of your Civility ; I tell you, I fcom my 
Wife Ihould be civiL Why, what a Coil's here about a 
Governor 1 I'll ftand to't, a Man had better bave a Mule 
to his Wife than a Woman, and 'twere eafier go- 

BaL But hear rcafon. Son. 

Fran. What from a Woman, and a Wife f Lord, 
Lord, where are your Wits, good Falber-in-Law 1 Why 
what a Devil (hall I be made ridiculous, a Coxcomb, 
Cuckold, to Ihew my Wife? No, no, there's no Ne- 
cefTity of your Civility, Miiirefs ; leave that to me who 
underftand thedue Punflilio's of it 

BaL Harkye Son, Harkye ! 

Fratt. Father mine, every Man to his bufinefs, T fay, 
therefore fay no more of this ; for III give my Mothei'a 
Son to the Devil, when any Wife of mine ever makes a 
Vifit to the Governor ; and there's an end ont Was 
ever fo horrid a Plot contriv'd againfl bcr own lawful 
Husband T Vifit the Governor with a Pox ! 

Bat. 
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BtU. Tie an Honour dac lo all Men of his Rank. 
Fran. I care not for that, my opinion is, mj' Wife's 
I iSjr Slave, and let him licep hii Rajik to himfclf. 
' [Fran. geU his Wift behind him, and 

fineei her viUk his Clckt. 
Enter Guzman. 
" G$tM. He's here, and with his Wife; how (hall I do 

k> deliver my Letter to her ; Sir, bv the order of my 

JBafler, Don Carlos, die Govemout, 1 am commanded 
come hither to the end that, going from hence, atkd 
turning to my MaftcTj I may be able to inform him — 

—^ Fran. — That I am in health, very well, I was a- 

Wmid he wou'd have been harping upon my Wife in the 
I ittl place— the Devil take her, fhe looks for't 
■*^ \MakesJigtts to have kef gt>H4. 

_ Cms. Farther, Sir, he kiii'cs youx hand, with a more 
D ordinary friendthip. 

'-. FfoH. A Pox of his Compliment!,— \Aftd4. 

Ghx. But he charg'd mc, Sir, moil paflionaldy to 
I'ltefent his Service to your Lady. 

„ Fran. Yes, yes ; I lliou^'ht as much. 

' Gm. In a more particular manner. 

^wi. Friend, my Wife, or Lady, has no need of his 
'n a mote particular majincr, and fo you may re- 

Jac. Indeed, but ftie has a gn;ftt need of bis Service in 
■ a very panicvilar manner. 

■r;. dts- Sir, I meant no hurt, but 'tis always the fafhion 
f your true bred Courtier, to be more ceremonious in 

Is Civilities to Ladies than Men ; and he delires lo 

jtow how (he does. 
Fran. Hew ftrong this Carlos fmells of the Devil — 
I- Friend, tell your Mafter (he's very well, but fince (he ivaa 
"Ufttried, (he has forgot her gentile Civility and good 
Banners, and never returns any Compliments to Men. 

" Ghs. How (hall I get it tohcr)~5ir, the Gover- 

I dor hopes he fhall have Itic honour of entertaining you 
Imih at his Houfe. He's impatient of your commg, 
uid waits at home on purpofc. 



I 
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Fran. Friend, let your Mailer know we are here in T&. 
ry good quarters already, and he does us both loo mucU 
honour ; and that if wc have notice of the Wedding-day, 
and I have nothing elfe to do, we'll certainly wait on him, 
and the next morning we intend to take our leaves, 
which 1 fend him word of beforehand to prevent fui^ 



Fran. Go, Sir, and c 

Gux. But I have order. Sir — 

Fran. There's no fuch thing in this World. 

Gux, I'm refoVd to teaze him, if I can do nothing 
elfe, in revenge ; — But, Sir, he mofl eameflly delires to 
'entertain your fair Lady in his own houfe. 

Fran. Yes, yes ; I know he does ; but 111 give him to 

the Devil firft. Troth, Sir, this Cadis Air docs not a- 

gree with my fair Lady, Ihe has ventured out but once, 
and has got an A^e already. 

Gus. Agues, Sir, are kind Difeafcs, they allow of 
Truces and Ceffations. 

Frutt. No, no ; (he has no Ceffation, Friend, her Ante 
takes her night and day, it (hakes her moll unmercifully, 
and it (hall Oiake her lill the Wedding-day. 

Gus. Were this Fellow to be tried by a Jury of Wo- 
men, 1 would not be in his Coat to lie with his Lady. — 

What (hall I do to deliver this Letter? Well, Sir, 

fince 1 fee you are fo averfe to what the Governor dcGres, 
111 return — but, Sir, I mud tell you as a Friend, a Se- 
cret ; that to a man of your temper may concern you ! — 
Sir, — he's refoVd when he comes next to vifit his Mif- 
trefs, to make another viHt to your Apartment, to your 
Lady too. 

\Goes to •whi/ptr him, and gives Julia tlte Lettur 
over his Shoulder, ■ 

Fra». Is he fo, pray tcU him he need not take that I 
paioB; there's no occa(ion for'i ; befides 'twill be but in ' 
vain; for the Doflors have prcfcribcd her Silence and 
Lonelinc(s, 'tis good againft the Fit ; how this danm'd 
Fellow of a Rival torments me f honed Friend, adieu. 
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r ^Gta^ Now is this Fellow fa afraid of being made a 

j^ckold that he fears bis own Shadow, and dat%s not go 

[ nito his Wife's Chamber if the Sun do but (hinc into the 

tpom {Ex. Cat. 

' Fran. So, your Mercury i gone ; Lord, how, limply 
I ^Oti look now, as if you knew nothing of the matter I 
1 yuL Matter ! what matter f I heard the civil Meffage 
I file Governor fent, and the uncivil Anfwer you reiunm 

f >»^ 

L Fran. Very good ; did that grieve your heart ? alas 
I what plt)| 'twas I carried you not in my hand, jirefented 
I you to him my fclf. and bcg'd him to bvour me fo much 

I to do my ofRce a little for me, or the like ; hah, 

I , ^ yul. And there's need enough, and the truth were 

„ Tac. WeU faid, Madam. 

,^ Fran. Peace thou wicked Limb of Satan — —but for 
fW, GenUewomao, fince you arc fo termagant, that 
rour own natural Husband cannot pleafe yoii, who tho 
t fay it am as quiet a Bed-fellow, and lleep as fweetly, 
for one of my years, as any in Spain — I'll keep you to 

I j^d meat i'faith. 

1 , Jul. I find no fault with yoiu: fleeping, 'tis the bell 

['^lality you have a-bed. 

W-^^'"""- Why fo then, is the Devil in an nnmercifitl 
Come, come, 'tis a good Tenant that pays 

\ ya£. E)f an hour do you mean. Sir ? 

, yVaM. Peace, I fay — thou damnable Tormentor, this 
_,« the Do^Uine you preach to your Miftrefs, bui yOu (hall 
E|^ in private, for I'm refolv'd to lock yc both up, and 

Barry the Keys in my Pocket, 

■ Jul. Well, I am a wicked Creature to teaze thee fo. 

Dear; but I'll do what thou wilt; come, come be 

liiends, I vow, I care not for the Governor, not I, 

no mote than I do for my — own Sotil, 
Fran. Why fo, this is fomctliing;; Come, come your 

ways in, — who have we here i a Man ! ad's my life 

away, away. 
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> write an nnfwcr 
\Exii Julfeh 



"Jul. Yes, up to my Chamber, ' 
to tiiis desT Letter. 

Enter Ifobclla. 

FriiK. No, 'tis not a Man, bm my Daughter 1/abtUa. 

Ja£, Now will I flay, and fct her on to tea/c the 
Dotard : wou'd I could tcszc liim to Death, that mf 
Miflrefs miyht be rid of him. 

Fran. How now, what m&kcs you look fo fciirv'ily to 
day ? Sure tlie Devil rides once a daj' thro a Wotnan, 
that llie may be furc to be infpircd with fome ill Qua- 
lities what wou'd you have now i 

Jfa. Something'. 



you a 



o marry within a day or 



I/a. There's a Husband indeed, pray keep him to your I 
feli; if you pleafe ; lU marry none of him, 111 fee h" 
hanged firft. 

Fran. Hey day ;— what is he not yoimg « 

handfome enough forfooth ? 

I/a. Young and handfome ; is there no more than tint 1 
goes to the making up of a Husband — Vcs, there's Qil»« ] 
lity. 

FroH. Quality 1— Why, is he not one of the richelt 
Merchants of his (landing in all Cadis. i 

I/a. Merchant ! n prettv Charafler ! a Woman of mjr I 
Seauly, and five Thoufand Pound, many a Merchanli— ' 
a little, petty, dirly-hecl'd Merchant ; (augh, I'd rather 
Jive a Maid all the days of ray life, or be fent ti " 
Nunnery, and that's Plague enough I'm fure. 



: Nunnery, lefl he talce you Jtt 



for the world ; no, yaeirtta, when 
in holy Orders, the World will be at 



yac. Have a c 
your word. 

1/a. I would o 
ever thou feeft m 

Fran. Merchant ! why, what Husband do you e 

I/a. A Cavahcrat leaft, if not a Nobleman. 

Fran. A Nobleman, marry come up, your Father, 

Hufwife, mcatung my felf, was a Leather-reller at firfl, 

till, growing rich, f fel up for a Merchant, and left that 

mcchanick 



expcft? 
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f rfliecfaanlck Trade t and fince turned Gcntlnnan ; and 
• HcBv'n bled my Endeavours fo as I have an Eftaie for a 
Sfiani/h Gtandec ; and, arc you io proud forfooth, Ihat 
a Merchant won't down witli you, but you mu(l be g^ing 
j»fter a Cap and Feather, a Silver Sword with a mot^ 
I vdrcadful Ribbon at the hilt ?~-C<mic, came, I fear me 
Hiifwife, you ate one that puffs her tip with Pride thus ; 

-■<— but lay thy hand upon tny Confdcnce now. ' — 

Tbiacinta. 
- yac Who I, Sir? No, no, I am for marrying her 
oat of hand to any rcafonable Husband, except a Mer- 
chant ; for Maids will long, and that's Probaium e/t 3- 
t'Eainfl the prevailing diftemper of Longing. Hitherto I 
- dare anfwer far her, but Uatleries will be made, and I 
dare not be always rcfponfiblc for frail Mortality. 

~Vb«4 Well, I have provided her one that I like, but 
i.lflhebe fu fqueamifh, let her fall, with a Murrajn to hen, 

IJa. Dear Father. 
I' Pratt, Dear me no Dears: won'd yoitr old Mother 
were alive, fhe wou'd have ftrapl your JuH-au-corps, for 
. nileing after Cavaliers and NoWemcn, i'failh, that wou'd 
ihe; a Citizen's Daughter, and would be a Madona — 
in good time. 

I/a. Why Father, the Gentry and Nobility now-a-day« 
frequently marry Citizens Daughters. 

Fran. Come, come, Miftrefs, \ got by the City, and 
I love and honour the City ; I confefs "tia the Fafhion 
aow-3-days, if a Citiren get but a little Money, one goes 
to btiilding Houfes, and brick Wajla ; another mull buv 
an Office for his Son, a third hoitls up his Daughter^ 
' Topfail, and flaunts it away, much above her breeding \ 
ana thefe things make fo many break, and caufe the de- 
cay of Trading ; but I am for the honeft Dutch way of 
bt«eding their Children, according to their Fathers Call- 
icg. 

Ifa. That's very hard, bec.iufe you are a laborious, ill- 
bred Tradcfman, 1 mud be bound to be a mean Citiicn's 
Wife. 

Fran. Why, what are you better than I forfooth, that 

ytni muA be a Lady, and have your Petticoats lac'd four 

E 5 Stories 
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youi lalfe Towers, and cool your felf 



\Bt% tha.t was yaur good old Mother's way, and your' 
GTond-moiher's before her ; and as for the Husband*, 
take no care about it, I have defigned it Antonio, artL 
Antonio you arc like to wed, or beat the hoof, Ciinile-i- 
WOman, or turn poor Clar<:, and die a b^ging Nun, ana 
there's an end on't — fee where he comes — I'll leaveyott 
to poodcr on the bufmcfs. [Exit. 

Enter Antonio. IfabcUa weeps. \ 

Ant. What, ia Tears, I/abella> what i^'t can forc^ 
ttiat tribute from your Eyes ? 

I/a. A Trifle, hardly worth the naming, your felt — 

Ant. Do I 1 pray, for what Sin of mine mull your fair 
Eyes be punilh'd i 

I/a. For the Sin of your odious AddretTes to me, 1 hava 
told you my mind often enough, mcthinks your Equals 
Ihould be fitter for you, and fute more with your Plebeian 
Humour. 

Ant. My Equals I 'Tis true, you are fair ; butifthets 
be any Inequality in our births, the advantage is on wif 
fide. I 

I/a. Saucy Impertinent, you (hew your City breeding j 
you underftand what's due to I^dys I you undcriland your 
Pen and Ink, bow to count your dirty Money, trudge to 
and fro chaffering of bafe commodities, and cozening 
tbofe you deal with, till you fwctit and Aink again like 
an o'er heated Cook, faugh I fmell him hither. 

Ant I mud confefs I am not perfum'd as you are, to 
(tille Stinks you commonly have by Nature ; but 1 have 
wholcfom, cleanly Linen on ; and for my Habit wore 
I but a Sword, I fee no difference between your Don 
and me, only, perhaps, he knows lefs how to ufe it- 

I/a. Ab, natne not a Don, the very found from the 

Mouth of a little Cit is difagrccable Bargain and Sale, 

BUIs, Money, Traffick, Trade, are words become you 
bcUer. 
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Jac. Well-raid, ufe him fcnrvil}' thai Mrs. Clara may 
hkvchim. [A/iih. 

Ant. The beft of thofe you thmlc I (hoold not name, 
I dare hardly tell me this. 

//a. Good Lord, you think your felf a very fine Fellow 
now, and finical your felf up to be thought fo ; but there's 
B much difference between a Citiien and a true bred Ca- 

Anf. As between you and a true bred Woman of 
Honour. 

J/a. Oh, Sir, you rail, and you may long enough, 

tfefore you rail me out of my Opinion, whilft there are 

Dons with Coaches and fine Lackeys, and I have Youth 

' and Beauty, with a Fortune able to merit one, fo farcwel 

Ql [Ex. 

Ant. Farewel, prood Fool, 

yac. Sir, be this Evening at the Door, Donna Clara 
has fomcthing to fay to you. 

Ant. Blefs thee for this Tidings, dear Jacinta. 

[Ex. Jacinta. 

1 find let Man be brave, or good, or wife. 

His Virtue gains no Smiles from Woman's Eyes ; 

^s the gay Fool alone that takes the Heart, 

Foppery and Finery flill guide the Dart. \Ex. 



ACT II. SCENE I. 



A Chamber. 
Enter Jacmta wiVA a Light, oik/ Julia. 

y^^- \X7ELL.Madam,haveyou writ to Don Carlosi 
VV 7"i- No, nor is it polUble I ihou'd, this 
Devil haunts me fo from room to room, like my evil 
Genius to prevent that Good ; oh, for an opportunity of 
one kind Minute to return Ackuuwkd^^cnts for this kind 
Letter he has fent me. 
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Jac rm glad yon find me a Sybil : 
pTophflfy'd a happier end of that ' ■ 



Madam, I erer 
your ill 



Fortune has hitherto promifed but what faid the love- 
ly Cavalier! 

JmI. All that ft Man infpir'd with Love coo'd Tajr, all 
that was foft and channlng. 

yac. Nay, I believe his Art. 

Jul. Judge then what my Heart feels, which Kkc a Fire 
bat lightly cover'd o'er wim llic cold Alhcs of Defpair, 
with the lead falaft breaks out into a Flame ; 1 bum, 
I bum, "Jaciiita, and only chamiin^ Carlos can allay 
my Pain but how? Ay, there'athe queftion. 

Jac. Some way I will contrive to fpcalt with hiai fear 
he has loft his old wont if he travcrfe not tbe Street where 
you live : but fee Donna Clara. {Ett/er Clara. 

yul. Hah, my Sifter, whom yet my jealous heart can 
fcarcc be reconciled to i fo deeply was my fear of Rival- 

fhip fixt there, fo fad, my Sifter, and fo near the 

happy day with Carlos f 

Cla. Tis pity (he that thinks it fo Ihou'd want him ; 
the BlelTinE'a thrown away on me, but we arc both un- 
happy to be raatch'd to thofe we cannot love. Ctf/Voj, tho 
young, gay, handfom, witty, rich, I hate as much as you 
the old Francijco \ for fince I cannot nurr)' my Antcmo, 
both Youth and Beauty are but loft on mc, and Age 
decrepid would be equal tormcnL 

y«?. Wou'd Carlos knew your Heart, fare he'd decline; 
for be has too much Honor, to compel a Maid to yield 
that loves him not 

Cla. 'Tis true, he is above roe every way, and the 
Honor my Father thinks to do our Family by diis Match, 
makes him refulve upon't ; but 1 have given my Vows to 
young Antonio. 

yul. And young A JiUfiio you are like lo have, for aay 
thing that Carins cares; for know, to thy eternal joy, my 
Clara, he has but feigned to thee, as much as thy Atiltf- 
ttio to Ifabella. 

Cla. But are yon fure of this ? 

yn/. Moil certain; this Night if yon can \t^ AnUnioits 
you, he'll tel! you all the Cheat, and beg your Pardon. 
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Cla. Which he will foon obtain, and jn return, what 
5cn-Lce I C3D render liim in your bchedf he Ifa^ not 
Vant. 

Tv/. Antonio wiU engage you they are Friends. 

CU. Ygu amaze me. 
'■■ JiK. I have appointed him this night to wait, and, if 
poflible, I would get him a Minute's time with you. 

Cla. Dear ladnta, thou art the Vbdeft Maid. 

'' Jac. Hang^, why fliould wc young Women pine and 
' fenguiih for what our own natural Invention may procure 

«; let us three lay otu' Heads together, and if MaMirz'el 
th all bis Politicks caa out-nit us, 'tis pity but we all 
Jead Apes in HcJ], uid die without the Jewith BielBng 
of Confolation. 

■' ful. No more, here comes the Dragon. 
Enlcr Francifco. 
Frim. So, together confulting and contriving. 
"' yac. What arc you jealous of the Petticoat 1 

FriM. Petticoat f Come, come, MilUcfs Peri, I have 
known as much danger hid under a Petticoat, as a pair of 
'Breeches. I have heard of two Women that married each 
Other — oh abominable, as if there were fo prodigious a 
fcarcity of ChriHi.in Mans Flefh. 
, ' Ja£. No, the Market's well enough ftorcd, thanks be 
'Draifed, might every Woman be afforded a reafonablc Al- 
MwaDC6 

Fran. Peace, 1 (ay, thou Imp of Ludfer: wou'd thon 
Ijadft thy Bellyfull, that 1 might be fairlyrid of thee^ — gp 
gel you up to your Chamber, and, ti'ye hear, ftir not 
bom thence, on pain of our fevere difpleafure, for I am 
font for ia all hafle, to Signior Don Seiajliati's, 'tis but 

laxd by, I ihall foon return ; what are you here I 

£»/«■ Ifabella. 
I have a high commendation of your fine behaviour, 
'Gentlewoman, to /4«/(wm; hia Father has fent for me, 
and 1 (haU know all anon, this fhali but haften your Wed- 
ding, Hufwlfc, I tell you that, and fo fare\vel to you— 

[i.e. Ifabdla crying. 
Cla. Say you fo, then 'tis time for tne to Look about 

Jul. 
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yul. But will you go out fo late, Love I indeed (i 
hurt will come lo thee. 

Fran. No, look yc, I go ann'd. 

[Shows his Girdle round with Pi^O, J 
Go get you to your Chambers. [ExeanX /cveralijf:, 1 

SCENE changes to the Street.-^ 

Enter Carlos, Antonio. 

Cmr: I wonder, wtiere this Man of mine (hould bfl^fl 
whom I fcnl this Evening with my Letter lo yulia, '■* T 

What art ihou ? {Enter Guzman, runs a^ainjt CarIo& i 

Guz. My Lord, 'tis I, your trufly Trojan, Guxmait, 

what makes you here. Sir, fa near the Door of your 

Miflrefsl 

Car. To wait my Doom ; what Tidings haft tbou, 
Gusman ? 

Giis. Why Sir, 1 went as you directed me, to Dim 
Baltaser'i. 

Car. And didn thou deliver it ? 

GuK. And the firft thing I met with was old Francifco. 

Car. So. 

Gus, To whom I civilly addreft my fclf—told him, yoB 
prefented your Service to him, — — font to know how hts 
l^dy and he did. Which word Lady I no fooncr named, 
but I thought he would have faluted me with a Cudgel, — 
in fine, obferving her behind him. whom he fhelter'd aB 
he could with his Cloke, I taking an occafion to whifper 
him, gave it her over his flioulder, whilft (he returned 
fame Smiles and Looks of Joy, — but for an anfwer, 'twas 
impolSblc to get the leaft fign of one. 

Car. No matter, that joy was evident (he wi(ht me 
one, and by the firft opportunity my diligent waiting will 
be recompenfed ; but where haft thou been all this while T 

Gus. Finding out the Chiron ey-fweeper you fpoke of, 
Sir, and whom you ordered me to bring this Evening. 

Car. And haft thou found him I 

Gus. He's here, at the comer of the Street, I'll call 

him. \Ex. Gur. 

Cat. 
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I ft Car. \ have, Antonio, befides your paRicHtar Revenge, 

I me of my own to afl by this deceit, fmcc all my InduIUy 

I V fee the channing "Julia has hitherto been vain, I hai-e 

T rriblv'd upon a new proje^, if this Falfe Count pafs upon 

^^qn, as 1 doubt not but he will, sind that he gets admjt- 

tence into the Houfe, I'll pafs for one of his Domellicks. 

Enltr Guzman and Guiliom. 

Gus. Here's the Fellow, Sir. 

Anfo. Fellow ! he may be the Devil's Fellow by his 



,. . Car. Come nearer, Friend ; dofl think thou canft ma- 
nage a Plot well 1 
.- Gtiil. As any Man in Cadis, Sir, with good ioIUuc- 

I' lions. 

f : Car. That thou (halt have, thou ait apprehenlive. 
Guil. So, fo, I have n pretty ineniory for mifchief. 

I ,. Attto. Had thou Afluranceand Courage? 

y Guil. To kiU the honefteft Man in Spaitt, if I be weH 

LfBid. 

Car. That thou (hall be. 

GuU. rU do-t, fay no more, I-U do't. 
: Car. But canA thou fwear Aoutly, and lye handfomclyl 

Guil. Prettily, by Nature, Sir, but with good inflruc- 
lions I fhall improve ; 1 thank Hcav(» I have Docity, or 
lb. 
■ Car. Thou wan'ft not Confidence. 

Gmil. No, nor Impudence neither; how ihould a man 
f Jtve in this wicked world without that Talent ? 

Ah0. Then know our Dcfign is only comical, tho if 
you manage not Mailers well, it may prove tragical to 
you ; in (ine, dofl think thou canJl penonate a Lord ) 

Gvil. A Lord ! marry that's a haid queftion ; but what 
fort of a Lord I 

Car. Why, any Lord. 

Guil. That I cannot do, but I can do fome fort of a 
Lord, as fome Lords arc wifcr than other-fome ; there is 

your witty Lord, him 1 defie ; your wife Lord, 

that is to fay, your knavifh Lord, him I renounce ; 

tiicn there's your Politick Lord, him I wou'd have 

hasg'd; then there's your Foolifli Lord, lei him foliow 

the 
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the Polititian \ then there's your brist pert, nolfjr Lon^ 
and fuch a bnall ittfignilicani Fiend 1 care not if I ant 
palTell with ; 1 (hall deal well enough with a Devil of hit 
capacity. 

Car, Very well, then there needs no more but Uial 
you go along with my man to my houfe, my Authority ■ 
Ihall fecuie you from ail the injuries that Ihall accrue from , 
a difcovery, but I hope none will happen ; Equipage- i 
Clothes and Money well fumilh you with,— — go home 
with him, and drefs, and praftife the Don till we com^ _ 
who will give you ample Inllruilions what to do. 

Guil. And if I do not fit you with a Don bettOT than 
Don DdPkcbot, or Don Quixote, let me be hang'd up ' 
for the Sign of the BLtck Boy on my own Poles at •'■ 
,<r/a»/>i Inn door. 

Anto. We'll be with you prefently. 

Guil. And if you iind me not en Cavalier, fay Gotbe%^ I 
Garniture, Points, and Feathers have loft their Power of| j 
making one. \Ex. Guz. and Page, and Guil ' 

Enter, opening the (iior, Jaointa. ^ 

Car. Hah, the Door opens, and lureiy 'tis a Woman ' 
that advances ? dear Aniomo, wail a little farther ; — — — 
who's ihere? ' ' 

yac. Hah, if it Ihould beold FfaHqfo) now. ' 

Car. Let it be who it will. 111 tetl my name, it cannot ' 
injure either ; — I'm Carlos, who are you i 

Jae, A thing that looks for him you name — JaciHta % ' 
are you alone ) 

Car. Never fmce J'llia did pofTefs my heart ; what ' 
news, my deared Meuenger of Love ; what mayl hope'— 
Enter Julia. 

Jul. All that the kindca Miftrefs can beftow, ^ 

If Carlos loves, and ftill will keep his Vowi 

Car. Julia, my Life, my Soul, what happy Stars 
Confpir'd to give me this dear lucky minute f 

yul. Thofe that conduiied old Frattci/co out, 
And will too fooD return him back again ; 
I dare not ftay to hear thy love or chiding, 
Both which have power to charm, fmce both proceed 



From a kind faeait, that's mine. 



Ctcr. 
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Car. Oh, take not this dear Body from my Aims, 
For if you do, my Soul will follow it 
Jul. WTiat would'fl thou have me do ) 
Car. Be wondrous kind, bi' lavilh of thy Heart, 
Be generous in thy Love, and give me alL 
yw. Oh Heavens I what mean you ? I ftiall die with 
, fear. 

Car. Fear ! let coward L*vera fear, who love by 
halves. 
We that intirely love are bold in Patfion, 
I Like Soldiers fi/d with glory dread no Danger. 
I yul. But Ihould we be unthrifty in our LorcS) 
[ And for one Moment's joy give atl away, 
I And be hereafter damn'd to pine at diflance ? 
Car. Miftaken Mifer, Love like Money put 
Into good hands iticrcafes e(-ery day, 
"■■'! as you iruft me, Hill the Stun amounts : 
. me not off with promife of to morrow, 
morrow will Like care for new delights, 
' Why ihou'd that rob us of a prefent one } 
JuL Ah Carles 1 
How fondly do I liden to thy words. 
And fain would chide, and fain wou'd boaft my Virtue, 
But mightier Love laughs at thofe poor delays ; 
And I fliould doubtlcfs give you all your yulia, 
Did not my fear prevent my kinder bufmefs ; 
— And Ihould Frand/co come and find me abfent, 
I Or lake thee with me, we were loll, my Carlos. 
Car When then, my Julia, fhall we meet again ? 
Jul. You Spaniards are a jealous Nation, 
But in this EHgUfli Spaniard Old Franci/co, 
That mad PalHon's doubled : wholly deprives him of hia 
Senfe.and turns hia Nature Brute ; woud he but truit me 
only with my Woman, I wou'd contrive fome way to 
fee my Carlos. 

Car. Tis certain, yulia, that thou mull be mine. 
Jul. Or I mull die, my Carlos. 

fAnto. liftHfHg advances. 

Ante. I'm fure 'tis Carlas's voice, and with a 

Wonum ; 

)-• And 
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Axif^ tUo hp be my iliv^ biU in JefV \ . 

I Have a natural curiofity to fee who 'tis he entqtains» . - 
^ 7W* Oh Heavens J ^ Sir^ herefs. Franfi/co \ ftcp ajScte, 
lieft mifchief (hou'd befall you. \^bfns iti> 

.,Qir* Now Jt^e and wild DpQre . prompt ,m^ tpr ki)l 4|is 
happy. JU¥faJ,—he> old^tai^d qux'jt^tii? Ippgi^ Iws AjcTjpjM^ 
to\rIature.^What if I paid the debt?.[i>wHetf;^fi^.^<|y^ 
One lingle pufh wou,'d dq^t, ^4. jT^'^^'^ flW^^c;— T^t^t 
ha^t, ^ulteiy i^a jleis fin than |aur^, a^Ij^wi^ji^t 

xny-fortunc — \ 

\4«/(7. Where are you, Don GirA^jl? , ,x v'' 

^C<vr^ Who's there, AnioniQl I fpok tioqi ior tCiy 

^ya}, and ten to one but t had done thy budodts^^ • , , ' - 

Ji^ip,! heard ye talking, and belie v'd youiG^ ^d^ 

caiTie in hopes to get a little tjime to ^ak tp CWa m;^- 

hajb l^r^^y-yacm/a . _ _ 

' jtac. A\aio's there, Anionio 1 [P^ejfiu^. out qfJke door^ 
,.Anfo, The fame ; may I not ipeak with C^W» t .... 
^if. Come in, (he's here.— -^—* , , . ^ /: 

•par. And pritiice, dear 7<(z^<>r/<7, let me ^aye one wcufl 
with 7«//Vz more, fhe need not fear iiupriSEej ju^. at die 
door let me but kifs her hand. [Got^ff-ffi. 

,y^c. 111 fee if I can bring her.-— —^ 
, JS^«/^r Francifca 

; Fran. A proud ungracious Flirt, — a Lprd with a ?oxi. 
here's [a fine bufmefs, iYaith, that (he (houXd be her om 

Carver, r— well TU home, and thunder her; to^gether 

with a vengeance. , 

Car, Who's here? fure this is he indeed; I'll ftep 
afide, left my being (oen give him an pccaAon jof jealoufy^ 
and make him a£&ont his Wife. 

[Goes aJi(U as ¥xzx^ was goin^ in. 
£'///t'r Julia- 
Froju Hum, what have we here, a Woman ? 
yuL Heavens i what, not gone yet, my Dear ? 
Fran, So, fo, 'tis my confounded Wi^ who expelling 
fome body wou'd have me gone now. 

*^j//. Are you not fatisfied with all I've faid, 
With all the Vows IVe made, 
Which here anew, in fight of Heaven, I breathe ? 

Fran. 
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Fran, Yes, yes^ you can promife ^r, bat hang \AttL 
that trofts ye. . ^ 

Jul, Go, go, and pray be iatisfyed with my etertial 
Lbve.^ 

Fran, How fain fhe^d have me gone now % ah fabde 
Serpent ! is not this plain demonflration, 1 (hall mur- 
der her, I find the DevQ great with me. \AfideftilL 



?ul --^^What is^ Uiou paufeft on ? 



^a$i, Th^widced Dii&ntdation of villainous Woman. 

\Aloudtoher. 
Jul, Frond f col 

Fran, Oh thou Monder of Ingratitude, have t caught 
Aee! Yorfd have me gone, wou*d ye ? ay, to Heaven, 
I beBere; like a wicked Woman s« you are, fo you were 
rid of me. Go, — — and be fatisfy*d of my eternal love 

—ah, Gipfey, no. Gentlewoman, I am a tuff bit, 

aiid win hold you tagging till your heart ake. 
Jul, Why, was tiicre fuch nurt in defiring you to go 

that you might make haile back again, Oh mv feats t 

Fran, Ttetyoa niight receive a Lover, ^xis plain 

a nd mv Indignation's high. 
• JuL Heavn knows I meant 
Fran, Only to cuckold me a littl^ — get you in, — where 

I will fwear thee by BdL Book and Canme, get you 

in. I fay, go, go, — ^PU watch for your Lover, and 

tell him how unkind he was to (lay fo long, I will.— 

f^;f. JuHa, kejtandsjuft in the aoor, Carlos advances,' 

Car, I hear no noife, fure 'twas he, — —and he's gone 

in 

To neap thofe Joys he knows not how to value, 
And I mull languifh for ; III ilay a little^-^—pertiaps 
^j^tcmta may return again, for any uiing bdonging to my 
JuUa is dear, even to my SouL 

tGoesfuJi to the door, Fran, holts out on htm. 

Fran, Who's oiere?— what wou'd you have? — who 

wou'd you fpeak to I—who do you come from t— and 

what's yourbufinefs? 

Car. Hah, *tis the Sot himfelf ; — ^my name is Carlos. . 

Fran. Carlos / what Father of Behebub fent him hither f 

plain cafe;— — rn nnirder her out of hand. 

Car. 



Ii6 



The False Count. 



Car. And I wou'd fpeak to any bodr, FrienA, 

that belongs to the fair Clara, if you arc any of this 

Fran. Only the Cuckold of the houfe, thai's all ; 

my najtie, Sir, is Franci/eo ; but you, perhaps, are bet- 
ter acquainted with my Wife. 

Car. Franci/co, let mc embrace you, my noble Brother, 
and' chide you, that you wou'd not vifil mc. 



Car. Both had been welcome and all I have, you 

ihou'd command. 

Fran. For my Wife's fake what if I (hon'd piftol 

him now ; — and I am damnably provok'd lo't, had I but 
Courage to (hoot off one. [AjiiU. 

Car. Methinks yo-u make not fo kind returns as my 
Friendlhip to you, and the Alliance Ihall be betwcca us, 
defervcs. 

Fran. I am lomething ill-bred, I confefs, Sir j— 'tis 
dark, and if I ihou'd do't no body wou'd know 'twits 1. 

[Afid^. 

Car. I fear there's fome Mifunderflanding between us, 
pray let us go in a while, I'll talk you from your error- 

[^Offers to go, he gets betmun him and the door. 

Fran. Between us. Sir ! oh Lord, not in the Ieal\, Sir, 

I love and honour you fo heartily I'd be content 

to give you to the Devi!, but the noife of the Piflol wou'd 
dilbover the bufmefs. \Afide. 

Car. Come, let's in, and talk a while. 

Fran. I'm forry I cannot do'l. Sir, we are fomething 
incommoded being not at our own houfe. 

Car, Brother, I am. afraid you are n little inclined to be 
jealous, that will deftroy all Friend(hip. 

FraH. So, how finely the Devil begins to infmuate 1 

Car. That makes a Hell of the Heav'n of Love, and 
thofe very Pains you fear, are Wb tormenting than that 
Fear ; what fay you, Brother, is't not fo with you f 

Fran. I find you wou'd have me turn a Husband of the 
Mode, a fine convenient Tool, one of the modem Hu- 
mour, A civil Pcrfon, that undcrftands Realon, or fo ; 
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ahd I doubt not but you wou'd be as modifh a Gallant 

Car. Ha, ha, ha. 

Fran, What, do you laugh. Sir ? 

Car, Who can chufe, to hear your Sui^icions, your 
needlefs Fears. Come, come, truft your Wife's Difcre- 

tion, and Modefly and I doubt not but you will find 

your felf— 

Fran, In the Road to Heaven, whither they fay all 
Cuckolds go — I thank you for your advice ; I perceive 
you wou'd willingly help me onwards of my Journey. 

Car, I'm glad I know you, Sir, — farewel to you. — 

\Goes ouL 

Fran, No matter for that, fo you know not my Wife 
— and fo farewel to you, Sir, and, the Devil take all 
Cuckold-makers. \Exii,. 

SCENE, The injide of the Houfe. 

Enter Clara, Julia, Antonio, Jacinta running to ^enu 

Joe, He has feen Don Carlos^ and they have been m 
great difcourfe together, I cou'd not hear one word, but 
youll have it at both ears anon, I'll warrant you. 
Ha, he's coming. 

Enter Francifca 

Cla, 'Heavens, he mud not fee you here. \To Anto. 

" Jac. Here, ftep into Clara^s Bed-chamber. 

\Hegoes /«.• 

Fran, So the Plot's at laft difcover'd, he was a Car 

valier of his Parole. 

JiU, Who fpeak you of? 

Fran, Only the Governor, the fine young Governor, 
I deliver'd him the meffage, told him my mind, and the 
like. 

JuL So kind to vifit us, and have you Tent him away 
already? 

Fran. Ah, Witch ; already ! why, have I any lodging 
for him ? 

JuL But I am glad you brought him not in, I being 
fo unready. 

Fran, But you are always ready for him, my dear 
vi^rious Man-flayer. Jul, 
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jHl. What means he, fitre he has a Gad-bee in his 

Fran. Satan's flic Advocate — peace 1 lay ; — fo, you 
loot as innocently now, as a httle Devil of two years 
old, 111 warrant ;— come, come, look me full in the 
face — thus, — tarn your nofe jufl to mine— fo — now Idl 
me whofe damnable Plot this was, to fend yout Gallant 
with his Eloquence, Qucilts and Conundrums, to tutor 
me into better manners? 

Jul. Send him 1 PU anfwer no fuch idle qucnions. 

Fran. He has taken a world of pairs atpout your irar- 
(icular Chapter, and no doubt but he proach'd according 
to inftruflions ; — what fay you for your fclf, that Judg- 
ment may not pafe 1 

"Jul. I fay you're an old jealous Fool ; have I feen 
Don Carlos, or heard from Don Carios, or feot to Don 
Carlos f here's a-do indeed. 

Fran. What made you at the door againft my pofitivc 

commands,— the very Street-door, in the night, — 

alone, — and undreft, — this is a matter of Faft, Gentle- 
woman ; yon haflened me away,-— a plain cafe, — and 
prcfently after Don Carios comes to the door, — pofitivc 
proof,— fees me and falls right down upon my Jealoufj", 
— clear conviction, — 'twas pity but I had follow'd his 
counfel, yes, when the Devil turns ftudent in Diiinity ; — 
but no matter. 111 fee your back fniriy tum'd upon this 
Town to morrow ; I'U marry my Daughter in the morn- 
ing to Antonio, and a fair wind or not, we'll home ; the 
Gaily lies ready in the Harbour— therefore prepare, pack 
up your tools, for you are no woman of this world. 

Anto- How! marry me to morrow to his daughter; — 
and carry his Wife from my Friend ; this misfortune mufl 
be prevented. \Afide peeping. 

Fran. And fo, Miilrcfs, come your ways to your Cham- 
ber, 

Jul, And (ludy how to prevent this cruel reparation. 

\Afidt, goes out with him and J acinta. 
Cla, Ah, Anlonia, I find by that fad look of yours, 
you have over-heard ourhafty Doom. 
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' Ant. I hftve^ and am a little furprix'd at tlibe iuddonfiefs 
of it ; and I my felf am the unlucky occafton of ii^--?— 
to break it ofi^ I told my Father how Icurviiy Ifakella 
treated mc, — he thereupon fends for old FrancifcOy tells 
him of my complaint, and inAead of difengaging my fclf, 
I find my fdf moare undone. ^ \ 

CIa, What fliall we do ? Fm fure thou wDt not many 
her, tiu)u canil not do't axid hope to go to Heaven. 

Ant, No, I have one prevention Left, and if that f^, 
in utterly tttait to marry her, a thing fo rainly prpud ; 
no Laws of Nature or Religion, fure, can bind me to fay 
yes! and for my Fortune, 'tis my own, no Father cafi 
command it. 

CUl I know thou wilt be true, and IH not doubt it« 

Ent€r \vLz\Ti\A. 

yac. Ah I Madam, the iaddeft news— 

Cla. Hah! what? 

yaa Poor Gentleman, I pity you of all things in the 

world, you mud be forc'd-< — ^how can I utter it,— -t- 

to the m<^ lamentable torment that ever Lover endiur'd'^ 
to remain all night in vour Miflrcfs's Chamber. 

Ant. Alas, how Ihall I endure fo great an Afflidiion ? 

da. And L 

Jac. Ha, ha, ha. how I am griev'd to think on't ; ha, 
ha, ha, that you Inou'd both be fo hardly put to it : ba, 
ha, ha, for the old Gentleman has lock'd all the doors, 

and took the keys to bed to him, go get you inrr^- 

ha, ha,ha,— — • 

AnL Oh, my dear CiarOy this is a blefling I coidd 
not hope. 

Ci4L So large a Freedom JhcUl tny Virtue frove^ 
J^U trufi my Honour with Antonio'j Love. 

{They go in. 
[Ex. Jacinta Imghing. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 



Enler Dan Carlos in his Nizht-gowHy Antonio and Gu»- 

man with Chthes, 

Can A LL night with Clara (a/fl thou? that was 
Xjl lucky ; but was fhe kind, my friend t 

Anto. As I defir'd, or Honour wou'd permit her ; 
Nor wou'd I prefs her farther. 

Car. A very moderate Lover. 

Anto, For fome part of my Virtue, Sir, I owe to you : 
in midft of all my Love, even in the kindeil moments of 
Delight, my Joys were broken by concern for you. 



ign 



W/Vj, this day, or very fuddenly leaves Cadia, 

Car, By Heaven, and fo will Carlos then ; for I'm fo 
refolutely bent to podefs that dear Creature, 
That I will do't with hazard of my Life, 
Expence of Fortune, or what's dearer to me. 

Gus, And how wou'd you reward that politick head, 
that fhou'd contrive the means to bring this handfomly 
about ; not for an hour, or a night, but even as long as 
you pleafe, with freedom; without the danger of ven- 
turing your honourable neck, in ihowing Feats of Adlivity 
three ilorics high, with a Ds^ger in one hand, and a Piilol 
in toother, like a Kopedancer ? 

Car, But how ? Thou talked of ImpolTibilities. 

Anlo. Doft think ihell e'er confent to quit her Huf- 
band? 

Guz. No, Heaven forbid, I am too good a ChrifUan 
to part Man and Wife ; but being naturally inclined to 
works of Charity, I will with one proje^ I have in this 
noddle of mine, make old Franci/co a Cuckold, ac- 
commodate my Lord and Juliay ferve you, Sir,- — -and 
give ourfelves a good Senfe of Mirth. 

Car, Thou amazed me. 

Guz, If I do't not, fend me to the Galleys ; nay, and 
fo far cure the Jealoufy of the old Fellow, that from*, a 

ngid 
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rigid fufpicious troublefom Fool, he fhall become fo tame 
and gentle a Husband, that he fhall defire you to fa- 
vour hun fo much as to lie with his dear Wife. 
Car, By what ftrange Witchcraft fhall this be brought 

tOj^S. 

Guz. E'en honefl Invention, Sir, good Faith, liften and 

believe : When he goes, he cer^dnly goes by Sea, to 

fave the charge of Mules. 

Anio, Right, I heard him fay fo ; in the Galley that 
lies in the Port 

Gus, Good, there is a Galley alfo, in the Harbour, 
you lately took from the Turks ; Habits too were taken 
m her enough to fumifh out fome forty or fifty as con- 
venient Tiirks as a man wou'd wifh at the Devil. 

Car, Ah, Rogue, I begin to apprehend already. 

Gus. Our TurJdJh Galley thus man'd, 111 put to Sea, 
and about a League from Land, with a fham-fight fet on 
that of Old Franci/cOj take it, make *em all Slaves, clap 
the Old Fellow under hatches, and then ^rou may deal 
with the fair Slave his Wife, as Adam did with Eve. 

Car, I'm ravifh'd with the thought 

Ante, But what will be the event of this ? 

Car, I will not look fo far, but flop at the dear Joys, 
and fear no Fate beyond 'em. 

Gu8, Nav, with a little cudgelling this dull Brain of 
mine I fhaU advance it farther for the Jefl-fake ; — ^as I 
take it, Seignior Don Antonio^ you have a fine ViUa, 
within a Bow-fhot of this City belonging to your felf. 

Anio, I have with pleafant Gardens, Giotto's, Water- 
works. 

Car, A *mofl admirable Scene for Love and our De- 
figns. 

Anto, Tis yours. Sir. 

Gus, Then, Sir, when we have taken this old Fool, on 
whom the grofTefl cheat wou'd pafs, much more this, 
which fhall carry fo feeming a Truth in't, he being clapt 
under hatches in the Daik, well wind round a League or 
two at Sea, turn in, and land at this Garden, Sir, of yours, 
which vr€]\ pretend to be a Seraglio, belonging to the 

Vol. IIL F Grand 
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(Seignior', whither, in this hot part 0*11 

regale himfdf with his She-Slavca. 

. llut the difbuicc of Place and Time allot 



^tude nor latitude, and ConAmtitK^Umay be in (he midft 
of Spmn for any thing he knows ; bcfides, his Fear wiH 
give him little kifure for thinking. 

Auto. But how Ihall we do witb the Seamen of this 
other Gaily ? 

Guz. There's not above a Dozen, bcfidcs the Slavea 
diat are cfaain'd to the Oat. and thofe Dozen, a Pillole 
apiece wou'd not only make 'cm atfifl in the dcfign, bat 
b«tray it in eameft to the Grand Seignior ; — for them PIl 
nnderlake, the Mafter of it being Pier de Saia, your Fi- 
tiici's old Servant, Sir. [ To Carlos. 

Anto. Hut pofTibly his mind may alter upon the Arrival 
of this Falfc Count of ours ? 

Car. No matter, make fure of thofe Seamen however ; 
that they may be ready upon occafion. 

An/a, 'Tis high time for mc that your Count were- ar- 
riv'd, for this morning is defiin'd the lad of my Liberty. 

Car. This Morning— — <:ome haflc and drcTs me— — ~ 
{ToGvk. 

GusmnN, whereas our Count ? 

Enter Ginliom drt/l fint, two gnat Pages and a liltU 
one/ollowiHf>. 

Gut. Coming to give you the good morrow, Sir ; 
And (hew you how well he looks the Part. 

Car. Good day to your LordHiip [Bonn'ng. 

Cuil. Morrow, morrow. Friend. 

Anto. My Lord, your mod humble Servant 

Gutl. Thank you. Friend, thank you ; Page, Boy — 
what's a'-Clock, Sirrah? 

Pttgi. About Eight, my Lord. 

AiUo. Vour Lomihip's early up. 

Cuil. My Stomach was before mc. Friend ; and I'm 
damnably hungry ; 'tis ftrange how a man's Appetite in- 
creafes with his Grcatnefs ; I'll fwinge it away now I^n a 
Lord, then I will wench without Mercy ; I'm tefolv'd 
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10 fpare' neither Man, Womany nor Child* not I ; hey 
Rogues, Rafcals, Boys^ my BreakfiEift, quickly Dogs-— 
let me fee, what fhall I have now that's rare ? 

Page. What will your Honour pleafe to have ? 

GuiL A (mail ramer of delicate Bacon, Sirrah — of a- 
bout a Pound, or two, with a (mall Morfel of Bread——— 
round the Loai^ d'ye hear quickly, Slaves. 

Ant, That's grofs meat, Sir, a pair of Quails— or — 

GidL I thank you for thal^ i'faith, take your Don a- 
gain, an you pleafe, 111 not be fUuVd for ne'er a Don in 
Chnftendom. 

Ant. But you muft fhidy to refine your Manners a U^ 
tk; 

GuiL Manners I you fhall pardon me for that ; as if a 
Lord had not more privilege to be more fancy, more 
nide, impertinent, (lovenly and foolifh than the rdl of his 
Neighbours, or Mankind. 

Car, Ay, ay, tis great 

GuiL Your fancy Rudeneds, in a Grandee, is Freedom ; 
your Impertinence, Wit ; your Sloven, cardefs ; and 
your Fool good-natur'd ; at leail they fhall pafs fo in mc, 
111 warrant ye. 

Car, Weil, you have your full InflrudUons; your 
Baggage, BUls and Letters, from 0£lavio the SeviUau 
Merchant 

Gum, All, all, Sir, are ready, and his Lonifhip's break- 
iaft waits. 

Car. Which ended, we advance, 
Jufl when Aurora rofe from TiutU Bed, 
Where he had wantoned a fhort Summer^s night, 
Hamefs'd his bright hoov'd Horfes to b^n 
His eilded coiufe about the Firmament, 
Out udBed Don Gulidmo Rodorigo de Chimney Sweperio^ 
and fo forth. Gad this adventure of ours will be worthy 
to be fung in Heroick Rhime Doggerel, before we have 
finifht it ; Come \Goes ouU 

GuiL Hey, R(^es, Rafcals, Boys, follow me jufl 
behind* [Exeunt 

F2 SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Clara iMi/Jacinta. 

fac. Nay I knew he would be civil, Madam, 
would have born you Company ; but neither my MiArcfs 
nor 1, cou'd fleep one wink all Nigbt, for fear of a Dif- 
covcry in the Morning ; and, to fave the poor Gcatla- 
man a tumbling Call from the Window, my I"" 
juil at day-break, feigned her fclT wondrous fick,- 
called, deTired to go to Seignior SpaiUlio'& the Apot 
car/s, at the next Door, for a Cordial ; and fo he ' 
out :— but the Story of this falfe Count pleafcs 
tremely, and, if it (hould take, Lord what mirth we 
ihould have. Ha, ha, ha, I can't forbear with the 
thoughts on't 

Cla. And to fee the Governor his Man ? 

Jiu. Ah, what a Jed that would be too— Ha, ha, ha 
but here comes J/aiella ; let's puiF up her Pride with FP " 
(eries on her Beauty. 
Enter Ifabella looking in a Cla/s., and feeingher F<tc». 

l/a. Ah, Heavens, thofe Eyes— that Look,— that 

preiiy Leer, that my Father (hou'd be fo doating an 

old Fool to think ihefe Beauties fil for a little Merchant 
diie ; a Marchioncfs wou'd fo much better become m& 

\Looks again. 

Ah, what a Smile's there — and then that fcomiul 

Z.00IC — tis great Heavens who's here ? \Se^s tkem. 

Cla. Only thofe Friends that wiih you better Fortune 
than this day promifes. 

yac. Look on that Face ; are there not Lines that foi 
tel a world of Greatnefs, and promife much Honour? ^ 

Cla. Her Face, her Shape, her Mien, her every pait^i 
declares her Lady or fomething more. 

I/a. Why fo, and yet this httle Creature of a Father, 
ridiculoufly and unambitious, would fpoil this Lady, to 
make upa fmiple Citizen's Wife — in good time. 

yae. That verjr look had feme prefaging " 

j/a. Dq you tmnk fo, JadiUa ? Ha, h^ 
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Jac. That Laugh again, oh Heavens^ how it channs ! 

Cla, And how graceful 'tis I 

Joe. Ahy nothing but a great gilt Coach will become 
it 

Cla. With fix Spamjh Mares. 

Jac, And embroidered Trappings. 

Cla. With four Lackeys. 

Jac, And a Page at the tail on't 

Cku Shc^s evidently defign'd for a Perfon of Quality. 

Ifeu Bdfides I have fo natural an Inclination for a Don, 
that if my Father do force me to marry this fmall Creature 
of a Merchant, I (hall make an Intrigue with fome body 
of Quality. 

CUl CouM you but manage it well, and keep it &om 
Antonio, 

Ifa. Keep it from Antonio, is it think you for a 

little (illy Cit to complain when a Don does him the 
Honour to viut his Lady ? Marry that were pretty. 
Enter Francifco, and Lopez. 

Pfxtn, How, a Count to fpeak with me ! with me, I 
lay, here at Cadis. 

Lop. A Count, Sir, and to fpeak with you. 

Fran, Art fure 'tis not the Governor ? Pll go lock 

«p my Wife. 

Lop, Governor, Sir! No, no, 'tis a mere Stranger, 
Sin a rare Count whom I never faw all days of my life 
before. 

Fran, And with me wou'd he fpeak ? I hope he comes 
not to my Wife. 

Enter Julia. 

?»/. Oh Husband, the delicateft fine Perfon of Quality, 
joft alighted at the Door, Husbands 

Fran, What, have you feen him then ? the Devil's in 
thefe Women, and there be but a Loop-hole to peep out 

of theyTl fpy a man, I'm refolved to fee this thing, 

—go, retire you Women, here's Men coming up. 

IJa, And will Men eat us ? 

Fran. No, but they may do worfe, they may look on 
ye, and Looking breeds Liking : and Liking, Love ; and 
Love a damn*d thing, call'd Delire ; and Defire begets 

F 3 the 
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the Devil and all of Mifchiefloyoang Wenches Get 

yc gone in, I fay here's a Lord COTning^ and Lords 

are plangy things to Women. 

I/a. How, a Lord ! oh, heavens ! yacinta, my Fan, 
and fel my Hair in order, crh the Cods ! ! would not but 
fee a Lord for aU the Worid ! how my Heart beats already 

keeps your Diflance behind, yacinia, blefs me 

how I tremble — a little farther, yaeirtia. 

Fran. Come, come Hufwife, you (hall be married 
anon, and then let your Husband have the plague of 
TOu — - — but for my Gentlewoman,— Oh Lord^thcy' 
here. 

Enter Guillom, Carlos, and Pngt!, &c. 

Guil, How now, Fellow, Where's this old Don 
ei/cof 

Fran. I'm the Perfon, Sir. 

I/a. Heavens, what an Air he has t 

CuU. Art thou hef Old Lad, how dofl thou dot 
Hah! 

Fraiu I don't know. 

CuiL Thou knoweft me not it Teems, old Fellow, hah '. 

Fran. Know you, no, nor defirc to do, — on what 

acquaintance pray } 

Guil. By Inflinifi ; fuch as you ought to know a Perfon 
of Quality, and pay your Civilities natutnlly j in France, 
where I have traveld, fo much pood manners is ufed, 

your Citiien pulls off his hat, thus to every Horfc 

of Quality, and every Coach of Quality ; and do you 
pay my proper Perfon no more refpefl, hah I 

I/a. What a Difhonour's this to me, to have fo dull 
a Father, that needs to be inftrufled in his Duty. 

Guil. But, Sir, to open the eyes of j-our nnderiland- 
ing — here's 3 Letter to you, from your Corrcfpondent a 
Merchant of Sevil. 

\Gives him a dirty Ltller v>hich lu "wipti oh his Clohe 
andreadi, attdbe^Htteifull n^kistiaf, andreading 
on boiDS hmrr and imtier till he kavt/tnifiit it. 

Fran, Crj' Mercy, my Lord, — and yet I wou'd he were 
a thoufand Leagues off 
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. Gmil. I have Hills of Exchange too, direfled to lliee^ 
old FeUow, at Sevil ^ but finding thee not there, and I 
(as moil Perfons of my Quality are) being fomething idle^ 
and never out of my way, came to this Town, to feek 
thee, Fello w ■ ■ b eing recommended as thou feeft 
heart, old Vermin—- — he re [Gstms him Bills* 

■ I/a. Ah what a graceful Mein he has ! how fine his 
Converfation ! ah the difference between him and a filthy 
Citiien I 

yul — Clara has told me alL — • 

Qac whifpering to TuL 

Car. That's ihe in the middle ; (land looking on her 

languiihingly, your head a little on one fide, fo, 

-r— fold your Arms, good, now and then heave 

your breall with a figh, ^moft excellent 

\H€ groom. 

Fran. Bills for fo many thoufands. 
' yac. He has you in his eye already. 

IJa. Ah, yacinta, thou flattered me. 

Jac. Return him fome kind looks in pity. 

[She fits her Jblyes^ and bowSy &c 

Car. That other's my Miilrefs, — couldfl thou but keep 
this old Fellow in difcourfe whilfl I give her the fign to 
retire a little.— 

Guil. Ill warrant you Fll banter him till you have 
csckolded him, if you manage matters as well as I. 

Fran. My Lord, I ask your pardon for my rudenefs in 
not knowing you before, which I ought to llave done in 
good manners I confefs ; who the Devil does he flare at 

io ? W ife, I command you to withdraw, upon 

pain of our high dlTpleafure. — My Lord, I ihall difpatch 

your affairs, he minds me not,—' — ^Ay, 'tis my 

Wife^ I fay, Minion, be gone, your Bills, My Lord, 

are good, and I accept 'em ; ^why a Devil he minds 

me not yet, [Julia goes to toother fide to Carlos.] not yet, 
— — and tho I am not at my proper home, I 

am where I can command Money hum, 

fure 'tis my Daughter, Ay, ay, ^'tis fo, how 

if he fhould be fmitten now ; the plaguy Jade had fure 
the Spirit of Prophecy in her ; 'tis fo — 'tis fhe — my Lord. 

F 4 Guil. 
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C«i7. Prilbee, old Fellow, Peace, 1 am in love. 

Frati. In love, what, (hall I be the Father of » 

Lord? wou'd it become me, think ye J — he's mighty full r 

of Cogitabund— my Lord, fure his Soul has left the 

Tenement of his Body 1 have his Bills here, and 

care not if it never return more. \Looks aver the Bills. 

Car. Dear Julia, let's retire, our time's but (hort. 

"Jul. 1 dare not with you, the venture wou'd be too 
bold in a young beginner in iJie Thefts of Love. 

Guil. Her Eyes are Sims by Jm-e, 

Car. Oh, nothing is lb vcntrous as Love, if it be 

Guil. Or elfe, two Morning Stars, 
AU other Beauties are but Soot to her. 

Jul. But fliou'd my Husband 

Car. Ue's fafe for one dear h;ilf hour, I'll warrant 

Fran. Um my Wife here flill, mull I begin to 

thunder. 

"Jul. Lord, and you be fo forward. III be gone. 

Car. So, her Husband, kind heart, left (he (hould be 

cruel, has himfelf given me the dear opportunity. 

'iAftde. 
— Be fure you keep the old Fellow in difcourfe awhde. 

Cuil. Be you as fure to cuckold him. 

[fr. Car.anrfjd. 
— Old Fellow,— prithee what Perfon of Quahiy is that? 

Fran. Perfon of Quality ! alas my Lord, 'tis a fdly 
Gtizen's Daughter. 

Cuil. A Ciuzcns ! what clod of Earth cou'd bring forth 
fuct a Beauty ? 

FroM. Alas, my Lord, I am that clod of Karth, and 
to Earth, if you call it fo, Ihe inuft return again, for fhe's 
to be married to a Citizen this Morning. 

Guil. Oh I I am doubly wounded, tirft with her har- 
monious Eyes, 

Who've fir'd my Heart to that degree, 
No Chimney ever burnt like mc. 

Fair Lady, fulTer the Broom of my AiTeflion to fweq) 

all other Lovers from your heart 
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lf<t. Ah, my Lord, name it not, I'm this day to be 
married. 

Guii. To day I name me the Man ; Man, did I 

, &yf the MoEiller, that dares lay claim to her I deign to 

\ love, none anfwer me, I'll make him fmoak by 

Fw^on— and all the red of the GoddeHes. 
Fran. Blefs me what a furious thing this Love is? 
GhU. By this Bright Swood, that is fo ufed to (laughter, 
1 he dies ; [Dratvi.] old Fellow, fay the Paltroon's 
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t brook a Rival in my Love, the rufUing 
\ Pole of my Affeftion is too flrong to be rerifted. 

[JiiiMS raging iifi and down the Sta^e with kis 
Sword tn lus hand. 
Ifa. I cannot think, my Lord, fo mean a Beauty can 
fo fuddenly charm a Heart fo great as yours. 

Guil. Oh ! you're miflaken, as foon as I cafl my eyes 
apon the Full-moon of your Countenance, I was llruck 
blind and dumb. 

Fran. Ay, and deaf too, I'll be fwom, he cou'd nei- 
ther hear, fee nor underfland ; this Love's a miraculous 

GuiL And that Minute, the mofl rcnoun'd Don Giti- 
tlmo Roderigo de Chimeny Sweperio, became your Gaily- 
Slave, 1 fay no more, but that I do love, and 

1 will love, — and that if you are but half fo willing as I, 
I will dub you, Vifcountefs de Chimeny S-weperio. 

I/a. I am in Heaven, ah 1 I die, Jadtita. 
How can 1 credit this, that am fo much unworthy? 

Guil. I'll do't, fay no more, 111 do't. 

Fran. Do't, but my Lord, and with what face can I 
put off Seignior Antonio, hum. 

Guil. — Antonio, — hy, Pages, give order that Antonio 
be inllantly nm thro the Lungs — d'ye hear ! 

Fran. Oh, hold, hold, my Lord ! run thro the 

P'ige. It (hall be done, my Lord ! but what Antonio ) 
3-9 F 5 Giiil. 
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GmU. Why any Antonio; all the Anioni<f% thu you 

find in Cadis. 

Fran. Oh, what bloody-^ninded Monfters thefe Lords 
arc 1 But, my Lord, I'll ne'er give you the trou- 
ble of killing him, I'll put him off with a handrom Com- 
pliment ; as thus, Why, look ye, Friend Antonio, 

the bulmefs b this, my Daughler IJabclia may mairy a 
Lord, and you may go fiddle. 

GtUl. Ay, that's civil, and if he do not defift, I'll 

unpeople 5"jjai« but I'll kill him; for, Madam. Ill tdl 
you what happened to me in the Court of Fraitce — there 

was a Lady m the Court in love with me, (he took 

a liking to my Peifon which 1 think, yoo 

will confefa 

Ifa. To be the moft accompUOit in the World. 

GuiL I had fome fixfcore Rivals, they all took Snuff; 

that is, were angry at whicU 1 iJniled ; they 

were incenfed ; at which I laught, ha, ha, ha, — i'faith ; 

they rag'd, I when I met 'em, Cockt, thus 

en paffant — juftled 'em thus, — [Overlkrovts Fran. 

They tum'd and frown'd, — thus, — I drew. 

Fran. What, on all the fixfcore my Lord? 

(htil. All, all ; fa, fa, quoth I, fa b fa, fa fa fa. 

[Fences hint round tkt Siagt. 

Frau. Hold, hold, tny Lord, I am none of the iat- 
fcore. 

Gidl. And nin 'em all thro the Body ! 

Fran. Oh Heavens \ and kiU'd 'em aU. 

Guil. Not a Man, — only run 'em thro the body a lit- 
tle, that's all, my two Boys were by, my Pages here. 

I/a. Is it the falhion, Sir, to be attended by Pages fo 
big I 

Guil. Pages of Honour always;— ihefc were dinted at 
nurfe^ or they had been good proper Fellows. 

Fran. I am fo frighted with this relation, that I muft 
up to my Wife's Chamber for a little of that fbong Cor- 
dial that recovered her this morning. 

[Going out QwL/lajri Jki'm. 

Guil. Why, I'll tell you Sir, what an odd fort of a 
Wound I received is a Duel tbc other diy,— nay. Ladies, 
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FD (hew it you ; in a very odd place— in my back parts. 
[Goes to untuck his Breeches^ the Ladies fquMk. 

Page, Shew a Wound behind^ Sir! the Ladies will 
think you are a Coward. 

GuU* Peace Child, peacei the Ladies underfland Duel- 
ing as little as my (elf; but^ fmce you are fo tender- 
luarted, Ladies, 111 not fhew my wound ; but faith, it 
fpoiled my dancing. \P<^S^ comes in. 

Page, My Lord, now you talk of dancing, here's your 
Baggage brought from a-board the Gaily by your Seamen, 
who urd to entertain you with their ruilick Sports. 

GuiL Vecf well ; Sir, with your permiflion, I am re- 
fdved whether you will or no^ to give the Ladies ibme 
divertifement, — ^bid 'em come in ; nay, Sir, you ilir not 

[Ex, Page, 
lis for vour delight. Sir, I do't ; for Sir, you mud un- 
deriiam^a Man, if he have any thing in him, Sir, of 
Honour, for the cafe, Sir, lies thus, 'tis not the bufinefs 
of an Army to droll upon an Enemy — truth is, every 

man loves a whole skin ; ^but 'twas the fault of the 

bell Statesmen in Chrifiendom to be loofe in the hilts ; 
——you conceive me. 

FroHn Very well, my Lord, 111 fwear he's a rare fpo- 

ken man; why, what a Son-in-law fhall I have? 

I have a little buunefs, my Lord, but 111 '.wait on you 
prefently. [Going out, 

Guil, Sir, there is nothing like your true jeil ; a thing 
once well done, is twice done, and I am the happieit 
Man: in the World in your Alliance; for, Sir, a ^foble- 

man if he have any tolerable parts, ^is a thing much 

above the Vulgar ; oh, ^here comes the Dancers. 

Enter Dancers, 
Cbme, (it down by me. 

Fran, Tis my duty to (land, my Lord. 

Cuil. Nay, you (hall dt [They dance. 

/ • £if/^ Antonio. 

Ant. Good day. Sir, I hope you will not chide my 
tardineis, | have a little overdept my felf, and am a- 
Ihamed to fee my lovely Bride, and all this worthy Com- 
pany attend. — But 
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[To ICabella. 



But you fair Creature 

I/a. No marrying to day, Sir. 

Fran. No, Sir, no marrying to day. 

Ant. How do I dream, or hear this from FraM£ifia\ 

Guil. How now Fellow, what art thou I 

Aul. The Husband of that proud difdainful Woi 

Cuil. Another word like that and thou ai ~ 

A«t. What, Sir ? 

Fran. Oh, hold, hold, my I^rd ! Antomo, I Hiuft 
tell you, you're uncivil 

Guil. Doll know, dull Mortal, that I am a Lord, 
And IJabtlla my adopted Lady. 

Ant. I beg your pardon, Sir, if it be fo, poor Mor- 
tals can but grieve in iilence. 

Guii. Alas poor Mortal ! 

Ant. But, for you, Franci/co. 

Fran. Ah, dear AtUottic, \ vow and fwear I cannot 
chufe but ween to lofe thee ; but my Daughter was bom 
for a Lady, ana none can help their delliny. 

Ant. Aiid is it poffible tbou canll ufe me thus I 

\To Ifa. 

Ifa. Take away that little Fellow ; in pity of your Ufe, 
I deign to bid you withdraw and be fafe. 

Guil. D'ye hear, hab T this Lady has bc^d your 

life^ 

Ant Beg'd my Life ! 

Guil. Vile Wretch, dar'ft thou retort I 

{Draws, the Women hold him, 
Fran. Oh, hold, hold, my noble Son-in-law, he fhall 

do any thing ; dear Antonio, confider, I was never 

Father to a Lord all days of my Life before : — my Lord, 
be pacified, my Daughter Ihall be a Lady. 

Ifa. For my fale (pare him, and be Friends with him, 
as far as you may deign to be with a little Citizen. 

Guil. Fellow, I forgive thee, here's my hand to 

kifs in fien and token I am appeafed. 

! Gives him his hand to tip, 'tis all 6laek. 
his honourable hand, 't had like to have 
fpoiled all, — weU, fmce ri muft be fo I am con- 
tent. 
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GniL So^ now Peace is concluded on, on all fides, 
what (hall we do to day befides eating and drinking in 
abundance ; for to morrow I fhall get my felf in order 
for my Marriage. 

Clar. What thinks ydur Honour of taking the Air 
upon the Sea, in a Qalle^ a League or two ? 

GuiL With Fiddles, Drums and Trumpets, Weftpha- 
fia hams and Pidgeons, and the like: Hey Rogues, 
Scoundrels, Dogs. 

I/a, Ah, how fine is every Adlion of a great Man 1 

Chiii. Command a Galley to attend us prefently, 
You (hall along, old Boy. [To Fran. 

Fran. Alas, I muft (lay at home with my Wife, my 
Lord. 

GuiL A Wife ! have I a Mother-in-law too? — ^(he mud 
along with us, and take a frisk, — no deniaL 

Enter Carlos. 
—Oh, are you come ? [A/ldi. 

Car. Yes, and thank thee for the bed moment of my 
Life. 
Had thou contrived the Voyage then ? 

GuiL Take no care come hade on board — our 

Honour wiU not lofe the Frefco of the Morning, — ^Follow 
me. Pages. 

Pagi. At your heels, my Lord — [Exeunt 



A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Enter ^ as aboard the Shipy Guiliom, Ifabella, Francifco, 
Julia, Antonio, Qara, Jacinta, Pedro and his IVt/e, 
Pages. 

GuiL T A D I E S and Gentlemen, you are very welcome 
jLj aboard— Come put b(f to Sea, Rogues, Scoim- 
drels, Taipaulins, to your Bufinefs, and then, every man 
his Bottle, — hey Page, Rogues, where are my Men? 
Come, fpread the Table — ^for we are very hungry. 

I/a. 
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I/a, Heav'ns, what a peculiar Grace there is in every 
word that conies from the Mouth of a Cavalier. 

Guil. By Mars the God of Love ! 

Page. By Cupid, Sir, \Afide to him. 

Cuil. Cupid, Sirrah I I fay, HI have it Mars, there's 
more Thunder in the Sound : I fay, by Mars, thefe Gallics 

are pretty neat convenient Tenements but a 1 

fee ne'er a Chimney in 'em ; Poi on't, what have 

I to do with a Chimney now P 

f/a. He is a delicate fine Perfon, Jaeinta ; but, me- 
thinks he does not make Love enough to me. 

"Jac. Oh, Madam, Pcribns of his Quality never make 
Love in Words, the greatnefs of their Aflione fhow their 
Paflion. 

If a. Ay, lis true all the little Fellows talk of Love. 

Guil. Come, Ladies, fet ; Come I/abtUa, you are 
melancholy, — -Page — Fill my Lady a Becr-glafs. 

I/a. Ah, Heav'ns, a Beer-glafs. 

Cuil. O your Vifcountds never drinks under your 
Beer-glafs, your Citizens Wives fimpcr and Tip, and will 
he drunk without doing Credit to the Trcater; " " '" 



come thick about | your Gentlewoman, or your Uttle 
I<ady, drinks half way, and thinks in point of good man- 
ners, ihe muft leave fome at the bottom ; but your true 
bred Woman of Honour drinks all, SaperHaculum by 
Jovt. 

I/a. What a misfortune it was, that I (hould not know 
this before, but fhou'd difcover my want of fo neceflary 
a piece of Grandeur. 

Jac. And nothing, but being fuddled, will redeem her 
Credit. 

Guil. Come — fall to, old Boy, — thou art not merry ; 
what have we none that can give us a Song? 

Ant. Oh Sir, we have an Artift aboard 111 alTure you ; 
Seignior Cajhitr, ihall I beg the favour of you to (hew 
yourSkiU? 

Pet. Sir, my Wife and I'm at your fervice. 

Guil. Friend, what Language can you fing ? 

Pet. 
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PH. Oh, Sir, your Singers fpeak all Languages. 

CM. Sa/ft thou fo, \ ' " 

Heathen Greek. 



I, prithee then let's have a touch of 



Pet. That you fhall Sir, Sol la me fa fo!, &'c. 

Fran. Hum, I think this is indeed Heathen Grttk. 
\ .Vm fure 'tis fo to me. 

K' Cuil. Ay, that may be, but I underfland every word 
T on't. 

Fran. Good lack, thefe Lords are very learned Men. 

pa. Now, Sir, you (hall hear one of another Lan- 
I gnage from ray Wife and 1. \Sin^ a Dialogue in French. 
EtHer thi Captain. 

Capl. Well, Gentlemen, tho the news be fomething 
mpleafant that 1 bring, yet to noble minds 'tis fport and 
I pallime. 

Gtnl. Hah, Fellow! What's thai that's fport and paAime 
to noble minds. 

Fran. Oh Lord, no goodnefs I'l] warrant. 

Capt. But, Gentlemen, pluck up your Spirits, be bold 
and refolute. 

Fran. Oh Lord, bold and refolute ! why whafs the 
matter, Captain ? 

Capt. Vou are old. Seignior, and we expeil no good 
from you but Prayers to Heaven ? 

Fran. Oh Lord, Prayers to Heaven ! Why I hope, Cap- 
tain, we have no need to think of Heaven. 

Cafit. At your own Peril be it then. Seignior, for the 
Tkris are coming upon us. 

Fran. Oh Lord, Ttirh, Turk!.' 

Guil. Ttirks, oh is that all f [Fatli to eating. 

Fran. All why they'll make Eunuchs of us, my 

Lord, Eunuchs of us poor men, and lie with all our Wives. 

Guil. Shaw that's nothing, 'tis good for the Voice. — 
how fwcetly we fhall flng, ta, la, ta la la, ta la, Sr'c. 

Fran. Ay, 'twill make you fing another note, I'll war- 
rant you. 

Enter a Seatnan. 

Sea. For Hcayen's fake. Sirs, do not Aand idle here ; 

Gentlemen, if you wou'd favc your lives, draw, and 

defend 'em. [Exit. 
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Fran. Draw ! I never drew any thing in mjr Ufe, bat 
my Purfe, a^d that maCl damnably agaiufl my nil! ; otu 
what Ihall I do ? 

EnUr Captain. 

Capi. Ah, my Lord, they bear up briskly to us, wjtii 
a frefh Gale and full Sails. 

Fran. Oh, dear Captain, let us tack about and go 
home again. 

Capt. Tis impoflible to fcape, we muft fight it out 

Fran. Fighi it out ! oh I'm not able to indure it, 

why, what the Devil made me a Ihip-board ? 

Guil. Why, were be thcfc Turks f Set me to 'era, 
I'll make 'em fmoke, Dogs, to dare attack a man of 
QuaUty. 

I/a. Oh, the Infolence of thefe Turks.' do they know 
who's aboard J For Heaven's fake, my Lord, do not ex- 
pofe your noble Pcrfon. 

Guil. What, not fight ?— Not fight ! A Lord, and not 
fight ? Shall I fubmit to Fetters, and fee my Miftrefs n.- 
vilh'd by any great Turkia Chridendom, ajid not fight? 

I/a. I'd rather be ravifh'd a thoufand times, than yoa 
Ihould venture your Perfon. \SeamtnJhoMt ttiilfUM. 

Fran. Ay I dare fwear. 

Eni/y Seaman. 

S^a. Ah, Sirs, what mean you? Come on the Deck 
for fhame. 

Ant. My Lord, let us not tamely fall, there's dango- 



Guii. Ay, ay, there's t. 



;t fmoke, but theres fome 
a la, tan ta la, la la, fr-c. 

[Drains. 

{Exit/iHgiiig, and Antonio and Pet. 

Fran. A Pox of all Lords, T fay, you muft be janting 

in the Devil's name, and God's dry Ground wou'd not 

ferve your turn. [Shout here. 

Oh how they thunder! What ihall I dof oh for 

fome Auger-hole to thrull my head into, for I could never 

indure the noife of Cannons, oh 'lis infupportable, — 

intolerable— and not to be indur'd. 

[Running as mad about Iht Stag*, 
i/a. 
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IJa. Dear Father, be not fo frighted. [ Weepi. 

Fran, Ah, Crocodile, wou'd thou hadil wept tny Ey^s 
out long ago, that thou hadft never feen this Count ; then 
he had never lov'd thee, and then we had never been in- 
vited a (hip-board. \A naife of fighting. 

Enter Guiliom, Pet aa^/ Antonio, driven infigMingby 
Guzman and other Turks. 

Ant. Ah, Sir, the Turks have boarded us, we're loft, 
we're loft. 

Fran. Oh, I am flain, Fm flain. [Falls down, 

Guil, Hold, hold, I fay, you are now in the prefence 
of Ladies, and 'tis uncivil to fight before Ladies. 

Guz, Yield then, you are our Slaves. 

Guil. Slaves, no Sir, we're Slaves to none but the La- 
dles. \Pffers tofighf. 

I/a. Oh hold, rude man , d'ye know whom you en- 
counter? 

Gus. What's here — one dead — [Looking on Francifca 

Fran. Oh, Lord ! 

Gum. Or, if he be not, he's old, and paft fervice, 
well kill the Chriftian Dog out of the way. 

Fran. Oh, hold, hold, I'm no Chriftian, Gentlemen; 
but as errant a Heathen as your felves. 

Gus, Bind him ftrait, neck and heels, and clap him un- 
der hatches. 

Jul. Oh, fpare him. Sir, look on his Reverend Age. 

Gus. For your (ake, Lady, much may be done^ we've 
need of hajidlom Women. 

[Gives her tofome Turks that are by. 

Ftan. Hah, ^my Wife ! My Wife ravifh'd oh 

I'm dead. 

Jul Fear not, my dear. 111 rather die than do thee 
wrong. 

/^nwf.JWou'd Ihe wou'd, quickly, ^then there's her 

Honour iaVd, and her Ranfom, which is better. 

Guz. Down with the muttering Dog ; [He defcends. 
^And take the Ladies to feveral Cabins. 

J The Turks take hold of the Men. 
then X ah, cruel Deftiny ! 

[Weeps. 
Guil. 
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Gtitl. Alas I this Separation's woifc than Death. 

Ifa. You poflibly may fee fome Turkijh Ladies, that 

may inrnare your Heart, and make you faithlefs ; < — > 

but I, ah Heavens I if ever 1 change my Iiovc, may I be- 
come defonncd, and lofe all hopes of Title or of Gran- 

Guil. But (hould the Grand Stigmer\ii:\ta\^ thy Beauty, 
thou wou'dft defpife thine own dear hony Vifcounl to be 
a Sultana, 

I/a. A Sultana, what's that I 

Gvil. Why, 'tis a flie great Titr^, a Queen of Turkn. 

JJa. Thefe dear expreffioiis go to my Heart. \Weeps. 
And yet a Sultana is a tempting thing — \Afide ftmling. 
— And you (hall find your I/ahilla true, — tho the Grand 

Seignior would lay his Crown at my feet, wou'd he 

wou'd try me tho — Heavens ! to be Queen of Turkey. 
\_Afid*. 

Cial, May I believe thee, but when thou feelt the 

difference, alas, 1 am but a Chimney hum, nothing 

to a great Turk. 

I/a. Is he fo rare a thing? Oh that I were a (he 

great Turk. [Afidi. 

Gur. Come, come, we can't attend your amorous 
Parleys. [Parli 'em. 

Jul. Alas, what fhall we poor Women do ? \Eic. Men. 

I/a. We mull e'en have patience, Madam, and be 
ravtlht 

Cla. Rnvifht ! Heavens forbid. 

Jul. An pleafe the Lord, III lei my nails grow againfl 
that direful day, 

I/a. And fo will I, for I'm refolVd none Ihould rariOi 
me but the great Turk. 

Gut. Come, Ladies, you are Dilhes to be ferv'd up to 
the board of the Grand Seignior. 

I/a, Why, wiU he eat us all ? 

Cue. a (lice of each, perhaps, as he finds his Appetite 
inclin'd. 

I/a. A (lice, uncivil Fellow, as if this Beauty were 

for a bit and away j Sir, a word, if you will do 

me the favour, to recommend me to be (irft ferved up to 
the 
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the Grattd Seignior, I (hall remember the Civility when I 
am great 

6«/ir. Lady, he is his own Carver, a good word by the 
bye, or fo, will do well, and I am a Favorite 

IJa, Are you fo ? here, take this Jewel, in earned 

of greater Favour s {Gives him a Jewel, 

[Exeunt alL 

SCENE II. A Chamber. 

Enter Dan Carlos ondLxyptz. 

Car. But, why fo near the Land ? by Heaven I (aw 
each a^Hon of the Fight, from yonder grove of JelTamine ; 
and doubtlefs all beheld it from the Town. 

Lop. The Captain, Sir, defign'd it fo, and at the Har- 
bour gave it out thofe two Galleys were purpofely prepared 
to entertain the Count and the Ladies with the reprelenta* 
tion of a Sea-fight ; left the noife of the Guns (hould alarm 
the Town, and, taking it for a real fight, (hou'd have 
fent out Supplies, and fo have ruin'd our Defigns. 

Car. Well, have we all things in readinefs ? 

Lop. All, Sir, alL 

Enter Page. 

Page. My Lord, a Barge from the Galley is juft arriv'd 
at the Garden Stairs. 

Enter Guzman. 

Car. Ill retire then, and fit me for my part of this 
Farce. 

Guz. My Lord, you muft retu?e, they're juft bringing 
the old Gentleman afhore. 

Car. Prithee how does he take his Captivity ? 

Gu8. Take it, Sir ! he has caft himfelf into a Fit, and 
has lain like one in a Trance this half hour ; 'tis impoffible 
for him to fpeak Senfe this fortnight ; I'll fecure his Rea- 
fon a play-day for fo long at leaft; your Servants, in 
Turfcijk habits, are now his Guards, who will keep him 
fafe enough from hindering your defigns with Julia. 

Car. whatever you do, have a care you do not over- 
firight the Coxcomb^ and make a Tragedy of our Comedy. 

Guz. 
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Gut. Ill warrant you, Sir, mind your Love-affairs j— | 

he's coining in, retire. Sir. I 

\_Ex. Car. and Page and Lopk 1 
Enter /onu Turks ■aiilk Francifco in chains, and lay hum ] 
down on a Bank. 

t Turi, Chriftian, fo ho ho, Slave awake. 

\Rubbing and calling him. I 

Fran. Hah ! where am I ? my Wife,— my Wife 

where am 1 J hah ! what are you ? 

Ghofts, Devils, Mutes, no anhvcr I 

hah, bound in chains, Slaves, where am I ? 

I Turk. They underiland not your Language ; but I, 
who am a Renegado Spaniard, underiland you when you 
fpeak civilly, wUch I advife you to do. 

Fran. Do you know me. Friend ? 

I Turk, I know you to be a Slave, and the great TurSs 
Slave too. 

Fran. The Great Turk, the Great Devil, why 

where am I, Friend I 

I Turk. Within ihe Territories of the Gtand Seignior, 
and this a Palace of Pleafurc, where he recreates himfelf 
with his Miftrefles. 

Fran. And how far is that from Cadis ? but what 

care I ? my Wife, Friend, my own Wife. 

I Turk. Your own, a true MuiTetniaii coud have 

(aid no more ; but take no care for her, Die's provided 
for. 

Fran, Is fhe dead ? That wou'd be fome comfort. 

I Turk. No, (he's alive, and in good hands. 

Fran. And in good hands I oh, my head ! and, oh my 
heart ! ten thoufand tcmpefts burft the belly of this day, 
wherein old Frandfia ventur'd Life and Limbs, Liberty 
and Wife to the mercy of thefe Heathen Turks. 

I Turk. Friend, you need not thus complain ; a good 
round Ranfom redeems ye. 

Fran. A round Ranfom ! I'll rot in my chains firft, 
before 111 part with a round ranfom. 

I Turk. You have a fair Wife, and need not fear good 
uf^e, if (he knows how to be kind. You apprehend me. 

Fran. Patience, good Lord. 

I Turk. 
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I Turk. Perhaps the Grand Seignior may hke her, and 

to be favour'd by him is fuch a Gloiy 

Fran. As the Devil take me if I defire. 

I Tvrk. And then you may in triumph laugh at all the 
red of your Brother Cuckolds, 

Fran. Hum, and has the Devil ferv'd me thus ? 

but no matter, I tnuft be gadding, like an old Coxcomb, 
to Cada, — and then, iauniing to Sea, with a Pox, to take 
pains to be a Cuckold, to bring my Wife into a ftrange 
Land, amongtl Unbelievers, with a vengeance, as if we 
hadnothonm Chriilian Cuckold -makers enough at home; 
Sot that I was, not to confider how many Merchants have 
been undone by trufling their Commodities out at Sea ; 
why, what a damn'd ranfom will the Rogues exafl from 
me, and more for my Wife, becaufe fhe's handfome j and 
then, 'tis ten to one, I have her turned upon my hands the 
worfe for wearing ; oh, damn'd Infidels I no, tis refoVd, 
111 live a Slave here, rather than enrich them. 

I THrk. Friend, you'll know your Deiliny prefently ; 
(or 'tis the cuflom of the Great T^irk to view the Captives, 
and confider of their Ranfoms and Liberties, according to 
his pleafurc. See he is coming forth with the Vitier 
Ba/a. 

Enter Carlos and Guiman as Turks ■milk Folloviers. 
Mod mighty Emperor, behold your Captive. 

Fran. Is this the Gr^at Turki 

I Turk. Peace. 

Fran, Blefs me I as we at home defcribe him, I thought 
the Great Turk had been twice as big ; but I fliall find hun 
Tyrant big enough, III warrant him. 

Gum. Of what Nation art thou. Slave? fpeak to the 
Emperor, he underflands thee, tho he deign not to hold 
difcourfe with Chriftian Dogs. 

Fran. Oh fearful ! — Spain, fo plcafe you. Sir. 

Guz. By Mahomet, he U make a reverend Eunuch. 

From. An Eunuch I oh, Lord I 

I Turk. Ay, Sir, to guard his Miflrcffes, 'tis an honour. 

Fran, Oh ! Mercy, Sir, that honour you may Ipaie, 
Age has done my buuncfs already. 

Gut. FcUow, what art 1 
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Fears have lb traaF- 
1 any thing or no- 
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Fran, An't pleafe yi 
Gus. How, not tell! 
Fran. An'l pleafe your Lordthip, my 
form'd me, I cannot t«]l whether I r 

Cm. Thy Name, dull Mortal, know'ft thou not thai? 

Fran. An't pleafe your Grace, cow 1 remember nu^ 
aiethinks I do. 

Gu». Dog, how art thou call'd 1 

Fran. An't like your Excellence, Men call'd me Seignior 
Don Frand/co, but now they will call me Coxcomb. 

Gux. Of what Trade 1 

Fran. An't pleafe your Highnefe, a Gentleman. 

GvM. How much dofl thou get a day by that Trade? 
Hah! 

Frait. An't like your Majefty, our Gentlemen nev« 
get but twice in all their hvcs ; that is, when Fathers die, 
they get good Eftates ; and when they marry, they 
rich Wives : but I know what your Mightinefs wotfd 



.FooU 
Fran. A good Cudgelling, 



nefs. 



askii^ the Queftion. 

n't pleafe your Illailriout 
—Take him away, and 



Gui. Slave 1 To my Face !- 
let him have the Strapado. 

Car. Baradama Dermack. 

Fran. Heavens, what fays he ? 

I Turk. He means to have you cadtated. 

Fran. CaAratcdl Oh thats fome dreadful thing 111 

warrant, Gracious Great Turk, for Makome(% lakey 

cxcufe me ; alas, I've loft my wits. 

Car. Gaiero Gardines'i 

Gu3. The Emperor asks if thou art married, Fellow. 

Fran. Hah— Married 1 was, an't like your Mon- 

ftroufnefs, but, I doubt, your People have fpoiled my Pro- 
perty. 

Cus. His Wife, with other Ladies, in a Pavilhon in 
the Garden, attend your Royal pleafure. 

Car. Co, fetch her hither prefently. \Ex. Cm. 

1 Turk. 
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life. 

FroH. Yes, by the height of a pair of Horas. 

Car. Is fhe handfom ? 

FroH. Oh, what aa Ague (hakes my Heart, band- 

fnn 1 alas, no, dread Sir : what Ihou'd fucb a dcfonn'd 
Polecat as I do with a handfom Wife I 

Car. Is fhe young t 

Fratt. Young, — what Ihou'd luch an old doting Cox- 
comb as I do with a young Wife 1 Pox on him for a Hea- 
then Whoremafter. 

Car. Old is Ihe then ? 

Fran. Ay, very old, an't pleafe your Giorioufnefs. 

Car. Is Ihe not capable of Love ? 

Fran. Hiim,fofo, — like Fire conceal'd in a Tinder-box, 
— I fhall run mad. 

Car. Is (he witty ) 

Frait. I'm no competent Judge, an't like your Holi- 

tiets, This Catechifin was certainly of Uie Devil's 

own making. [Ajftdt. 

EMter Guzman, irix^'n^ in Julia, Clara, Ifabella, Jadnta, 

Guiliom, Antonio, &'c.. Women veil'd. 

Car. Thcfc, Sir, are aU the SUves of Note are taken. 

Aa, Dofl think, Jacinta, hell chufe me 1 

jac. 11] warrant you. Madam, if he looks with tnj 
Eyes. 

Ghs. Stand forth. \To the Men. 

CitiL Stand forth, Sir ! why, fo I can, Sir, I dare (how 
my Face, Sir, before any Great Turk in Chriftendom. 

Car. What are you, Sir t 

Guil What am I, Sir J Why, I'm a Lord, a Lord. 

Fran, What are you mad to own your Quality, heTl 
ask the Devil and ail of a lanfom. 

Cuil. No matter for that, I'll not lofc an Inch of my 
Quality for a King's ranfom ; difgrace my felf before my 
£ir Miftrefs! 

IJa. Tliat's as the Great Turk and I (ball agree. 

\S<:omJ»ay. 

Car. What are you, Sir ? 

Ant. 
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Ant. A Citizen of Cadii. 

Car. Set 'em by, well confider of their ranfoms 

now unveil the Ladies. [Guzman unveils Jacinta. 

Fran. Oh, dear Wife, now or never (how thy Love, 

make a damnable face upon the filthy Ravjftier, 

glut thy Eyes thus — and thruft out thy uper lip, thus. — 

[Guzman W«& Jacinta. 

Guil- Oh, dear IfaMla. do thee look like a Dog too, 

l/a. No, Sir, I'm refol/d I'U not lofe an Inch of my 
Beauty, to fave fo trifling a thing as a Maiden head. 

Car. Very ap'eeable, pretty and chearful — 

^She u vciPd and/et by : Then Clara it unveiPd. 

A moft divine bud of Beauty all Nature's Excellence 

—drawn to the hfe in little,— what are you, fair one f 

Cla. Sir, I'm a Maid, 

Frait. So, I hope he will pitch upon her. 

Cla. Only, by promife, Sir, I've given my felf away. 

Car. What happy Man cou'd claim a title in thee. 
And trull thee to fuch danger? 

I/a. Haavens, fhall I be defeated by this little Creature? 
What pity 'twas he faw me not fira I 

Cla. I dare not name him, Sir, left this finall Beauty 
which you fay adorns me, Ihou'd gain him your difplea- 
fure ; he's in your prefencc. Sir, and is your Slave. 

Car. Such Innocence this plain ConfefTion fhows,naine 
me the man, and 111 refi^n thee back to him. 

Fran. A Pox of his Civility. 

Ant. This Mercy makes me bold to claim my right. 

(kntels. 

Car. Take ber, young man, and with it both your Ran- 

Guil. Hum — hum — very noble i'failh, weTl e'en con- 
fcfs our loves too, I/abelta. 

IJa. Slife hell fpoil all,— hold— pray let your Betters be 
ferv'd before you. 

Guil. How I Is the Honour of my Love defpifed ? 

wer't not i'th prefcnce of the Great Turk, for whom I 

have a reverence becaufe he's a man of quality by 

"Jove I'd draw upon you. 
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Ifa, Becaxife you were my Lover once, when I'm Queen 
I'll pardon you. 

[Guzman unveils her^ and leads her to Carlos,^/ 
making ridiculous anions of Civility. 

Car, What aukard, fond, conceited thing art thou? 
Veil her, and take the taudry Creature hence. 

GutL Hum your Majeft/s humble Servant. 

{Putting off his Hat ridiculoujly, 

Fran, How ! refiife my Daughter too ! I fee the Lot 
of a Cuckold will fall to my fhare. 

Gus, This is the Wife, Great Sir, of this old Slave. 

[Unveils Julia. 

Car, Hah ! what do I fee, by Mahomet me*s fair. 

Fran. So, fo, (he's condemned ; oh, damn'd Maho- 
metaHy Mahometan Cannibal ! will nothing but raw fleih 
ferve his turn ? 

Car, 111 fee no more, here I have fix*d my 

heart. 

Fran, Oh, Monfler of a Grand Seignior ! 

Gus, Have you a mind to be flead, Sir ? 

Car, Receive my Handkerchief. [Throws it to her, 

Fran, His Handkerchief! blefs me, what does he 
mean? 

Guz, To do her the honour to lie with her to night. 

Fran, Oh, hold, mofl mighty Turk, [Kneeling, 

Guz, Slave, dareft thou interrupt 'em, die. Dog. 

Fran, Hold, hold, Pm filent. 

Gar, I love you, fair one, and defign to make you — 

Fran, A mofl notorious Strumpet. A Pox of his 
Courtefy. 

Car, What Eyes you have like Heaven blue and 
charming, a pretty Mouth, Neck round and white as 
polifht Alabafter, and a Complexion beauteous as an 
Angd, a Hair fit to make Bonds to infnare the God of 

Love, a fprightly Air, a Hand like Lillies 

white, and Lips, no Rofes opening in a Morning are 
half fo fweet and foft 

Fran, Oh, damn'd circiuncifed Turk, 

Car, You fhall be call'd the beautiful Sultana^ 
And rule in my Seraglio drefl with Jewels. 
3-10 Vol. in. G Fran. 
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Fran, Sure I fliall burft with Vengeance. 

Jul, Sir, let your Virtue regulate your Paffions ; 
For I can ne'er love any but my Husband. 

Fran, Ah diflembling Witch ! 

Jul, And wou'd not break my Marriage Vows to him, 
for all the honour you can heap upon me. 

Fran, Say, and hold ; but Sultana and precious Stones 
are damnable Temptations, — ^befides, the Rogue's young 

and handfome, What a fcomM look ihe cads at 

me ; wou'd they were both handfomely at the Devil to- 
gether. 

Cruz, Dog, do you mutter ? 

Fran, Oh ! nothing, nothing, but the Palfy (hook my 
Lips a little. 

Guz, Slave, go, and on your knees refign your Wife. 

Fran, She's of years of difcretion, and may difpofe 
of her felf ; but I can hold no longer : and is this your 
MaJiometan Confcience, to take other Mens Wives, as 
if there were not fmgle Harlots enough in the World ? 

\In rage* 

Guz, Peace, thou diminutive Chriflian. 

Fran, I fay. Peace thou over-grown Turk, 

Guz, Thou Spanijh Cur. 

Fran, Why you're a Mahometan Bitch, and you go 
to that 

Guz, Death, I'll dilTea the bald-pated Slave. 

Fran, I defy thee, thou foul filthy Cabbage head, for 
I am mad, and will be valiant 

[Guz. throws his Turhant ai him. 

Car, What Infolence is this ! Mutes ^ftrangle 

him. [ The^ put a Bow-Jlring about his neck, 

Jul, Mercy, dread Sir, I beg my Husband's life. 

Car, No more, this fair one bids you live, 

henceforth, FrancifcOy I pronounce you a Widower, and 
(hall regard you, lor the time to come, as the deceafed 
Husband of tne Great Sultana^ murmur not upon pain of 
being made an Eunuch take him away. 

Jul, Go, and be fatisfied, I'll die before 111 yield. 

Fran. Is this my going to Sea? ^the Plague of 

lofing Battels light on thee. 

Whin 
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When ill fuccefs Jhall make thee idle lie^ 
Mayfl thou in bed be impotent as I, 
Car. Command our Slaves to give us fome diver- 
fion ; 

Difmifs his Chains, and ufe him with refpedl, becaufe he 
was the Husband of our beloved Sultana, 

Fran. I fee your Cuckold might have a life good e- 
nough if he cou'd be contented. [They pull of his Chains, 

[Carlos and Juliay^/ under an Umbrella, 



The SON G. 

Howftrangcly does my Pajffion grow. 

Divided equally twixt two ? 

Damon had n^er/ubdued my Heart, 

Had fiot Alexis took his dart : 

Nor cotid PAoxis powerful prove. 

Without my Damon' j aid, to gain my Love, 

When my PAqxis pre/ent is, 
Then I for Damony?^// and mourn; 

But when Alexis / do mifs, 

Damon gains nothing but my Scorn : 

Andy if it chance they both are by, 

For both, alas ! I languifh,figh, and die. 

Cure then, thou mighty winged God, 
This raging Fever in my Blood 
One golden-pointed Dart take back ; 
But which, O Cupid, wilt thou take f 
^Damon'j, all my hopes are crofl: 
Or, that of my Alexis, I am lofi. 

Enter Dancers, which dance an Antick, 
Car, Come, My dear Julia, lef s retire to fhades, 

\Afide to her. 
Where only thou and I can find an entrance ; 
Thefe dull, thefe neceffary delays of ours 

G 2 ^ Have 
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Have drawn my Love to an impatient height 

^Attend theie Captives, at a refpeWul diftance. 

\Ex, all but I fa. whojlays GuiL 

Guil, What wou'd the Great Sultana ! 

If a. Ah I do not pierce my Heart with this unkind- 
ne&. 

Ctuil. Ha, ha, ha, — Pages, — ^give order, I have Let- 
ters writ to Sevily to my Merchant, — I will be ranfomed 
inflantly. 

Ifa, Ah cruel Count ! 

txuiL Meaning me. Lady ! ah, fy ! no, I am a Scoun- 
drel; I a Count, no, not I, a Dog, a very Chim 

hum, — a Son of a Whore, I, not worthy your notice. 

Ifa, Oh Heavens 1 mufl I lofe you then ? no, Til 
diefirft 

GuiL Die, die, then ; for your Betters mufl be fenred 
before you. 

Ifa, Oh ! I ihaU rave ; falfe and lovely as you are, did 
you not fwear to marry me, and make me a Vifcountefs. 

Guil, Ay, that was once when 1 was a Lover ; but, 
now you are a Queen, your too high i'th' mouth for me. 

Ifa, Ah ! name it not ; will you be flill hard-hearted ? 

tiuil. As a Flint, by jove, 

Ifa, Have you forgot your Love ? 

Guil, I've a bad memory. 

Ifa, And will you let me die ? 

(juil, I know nothing of the matter. 

Ifa, Oh Heavens ! and fhall I be no Vifcountefs ? 

Guil, Not for me, fair Lady, by Jupittry no, 

no, Queen's much better, Death, affront a 

man of Honour, a Vifcount that wou'd have took you 

to his Bed, after half the Town had blown upon 

you, without examining either Portion or Honefty, 

and wou'd have took you for better or worfe Death, 

111 imtile Houfes, and demolifh Chimneys, but 111 be 
revenged. \DrawSy and is going out, 

Ifa, Ah, hold ! your Anger's jufl, I mufl confefs ; yet 
pardon the frailty of my Sex's vanity ; behold my Tears 
that fue for pity to you. 

[She weeps y he /lands looking on her, 

GuiL 
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GuiL My rage diffolves. 

Ifa, I ask but Death, or Pity. \He weeps. 

GuiL I cannot hold ;— but if I fhou*d forgive, and 
marry you, you wou'd be gadding after honour ftill, long- 
ing to be a fhe Great Turk again. 

Ifa, Break not my heart with fuch fufoicions of me. 

GuiL And is it pure and tender Love lor my Perfon, 
And not for my glorious Titles ? 

Ifa, Name not your Titles, *tis your felf I love, 
Your amiable, fweet and charming felf, 
And I cou*d almofl wiih you were not great, 
To let you fee my Lov^. 

GuiL I am confirmed 

*Tis no refpe6l of Honour makes her weep ; 

Her Love's the fame fliotid I cry — Chtmney-Sweep, 



ACT V. SCENE I. 
A Garden. 

Enter Francifco alone, 

Fran. ^T o W I am afraid to walk in this Garden, 

X i| left I (hou'd fpy my own natural Wife lying 

with the Great Turk in Frefco, upon fome of thefe fine 

flowry Banks, and learning how to make Cuckolds in 

Turiey, 

Enter Guzman and Jacinta. 

Gu2, Nay, dear Jacinta^ caft an eye of pity on me. 
—What, deny the Vizier Baffa ? 

Jac. When you are honeft Guzman again. 111 tell you 
a piece of my mind. 

Guz, But opportunity will not be kind to Guzman^ as 
to the Grand Baffa ; therefore, dear Rogue, let's retire 
into thefe kind (hades, or, if fooliih Virtue be fo fquea- 

G 3 milh, 
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mifhy and needlefs Reputation fo nice, that Mr. Vicar 
mud fay Amen to the bargain, there is a old loufy Frier, 
belonging to this Villa^ that will give us a call of his 
Office; for I am a little impatient about this bufmefs, 
Greatnefs having infused a certain itch in my Blood, which 
I felt not whilil a common Man. 

Fran, Um, why, what have we here, pert Mrs. Ja- 
cinta and the Baffa ! I hope the Jade will be Turkefied 
with a vengeance, and have Circumcifion in abundance ; 
and the Devil fhall ranfom her for old Francifco, 

Jac, Hah, the old Gentleman I 

Fran, What, the Frolick is to go round, I fee, you 
Women have a happy time on't 

Gu2, Men that have kind Wives may be as happy ; 

Soull have the honour of being made a Cuckold, Heaven 
e prais'd. 

Fran, Ay, Sir, I thank ye, pray under the Rofe, 

how does my Wife pleafe his Grace the Great Turk ? 

Gu2, Murmiunng again, thou Slave. 

Fran, Who, I? O Lord, Sir! not I, why what hurt 
is there in being a Cuckold.^ 

Gu2, Hurt, Sirrah, you (haU be fwinged into a belief, 
that it is an honour for the Great Turk to borrow your 
Wife. 

Fran, But for the Lender to pay Ufe-money, is fome- 
what fevere ; — but, fee he comes, — blefs me, how grim 
he looks ! 

Enter Carlos. 

Car, Come hither, Slave, — ^why was it that I gave you 
Life ? difmifs'd the Fetters from thy aged Limbs ? 

Fran, For love of my Wife and't pleafe your Barba- 
roufhefs. 

Car, Gave you free leave to range the Palace round, ex- 
cepting my Apartment only ? 

Fran, Still for my Wife's fake, I fay, and*t like your 
Hideoufnefs. 

Car, And yet this Wife, this moil ungrateful Wife of 
yours, again wou'd put your Chains on, expofe your 
Life to Dangers and new Torments, by a too flubbom 
Virtue, ihe does refufe my Courtfhip, and foc^fhly is 
chafle. Fran, 
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Fran, Alas ! what pity's that ! 

Car, I offer'd much, loVd much, but all in vain ; 
Husband and Honour ftill was the reply. 

Fran, Good lack ! that fhe fhou'd have no more Grace 
before her Eyes. 

Car, But, Slave, behold thefe Mutes ; that fatal In- 
ftrument of Death behold too, and in 'em read thy doom, 
if this coy Wife of yours be not made flexible to my 
Addreffes. 

Fran, Oh Heavens ! I make her. 

Car, No more, thy Fate is fix'd — and, here attend, 
till he himfelf deliver his willing Wife into my Arms : 

BaJfcLy attend, and fee it performed 

\lo his MuteSy then to Guz. 

SEx, Car. 
lither. 
{Ex.tMxV., 
Fran, I pimp for my own Wife ! I hold the door to 
my own Fleih and Blood ! O monjlrum horrendum / 

Guz, Nay, do't, and do't handfomly too, not with a 
fnivelling Countenance, as if you were compelled to*t ; 
but with the face of Authority, and the awful command 
of a Husband — or thou dyelt 

Enter Turk and Julia. 
Fran, My dear Julia^ you are a Fool, my Loiv^e* 
Jul, For what, dear Husband ? 

Fran, I fay, a fiUy Fool, to refufe the Love of fo 
great a Turk ; why, what a Pox makes you fo coy ? 

\Angrily. 
Jul, How I this from you, Francijco, 
Fran, Now does my Heart begin to fail t£A ; and 
yet I (hall ne'er endure flrangling neither \ why, am 
not I your Lord and Mailer, hah 1 

JuL Heavens ! Husband, what wou'd you have me 
do? 

Fran. Have you do ; why, I woti'd have^ yo-^ 

d'ye fee ^'twill not out; why I wou'd have ye lie 

with the Sultan, Hufwife ; I wonder how the Devil 
you have the face to refufe him, fo handfom, fo yodn^ 
a Lover ; come, come, let me hear no more of your 

G 4 Coynefs, 
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Coynefs, Miftrefs, for if I do, 1 fhall be hang'd ; \Afitk. 
The Great TurM^ a mod worthy Gentleman, and there- 
fore I advife you to do as he advifes you ; and the Devil 
take you both. \Afide. 

Jul. This from my Husband, old Frand/co! he ad- 
vife me to part with my dear Honour, 

Fran. Kathcr than part with his dear Life, I thank 
ye. S^A/idi. 

Jul. Have you confidered the Virtue of a Wife ? 

Fran. No, but I have confidered the Neck of a Huf- 
band. \AfiiU. 

Jul. Which Virtue, before I'U lofe, HI die a thou- 
faad Deaths. 

Fran. So will not I one ; a Pox of her Virtue,— thcfc 
Women arc always virtuous in a wrong place. \Afidt. 

1 fay you Ihall be kind to the fwect Sultan. 

Jul. And rob my Husband of his right 1 

Fran. Shaw, Exchange Is no Robbery. 

Jut. And forfake my Virtue, and make known Dear a 
Cuckold. 

Fran. Shaw, mod of the Heroes of the World were 

fo ; go prithee Hony go, do me the favour to cuckold 

me a little, if not for Love, for Charity. 

Jul. Are you in camefl 1 

Jul. And w'ou'd it not difpleafe you ) 

Fran. 1 fay, no ; had it been Aqmm'u^s Cafe, to have 
fav'd the pinching of his Gidlet ne wou'd have been a 
Cuckold. {AJid*. 

Jul. Fear has made you mad, or you're bewitcht ; 
and I'll leave you to recover your Wits again. \GoiiigouX. 

Fran. O gracious Wife, leave me not in dcfpair ; 
{Ktieels to her and holds h^r) I'm not mad, no, nor no 
more bewitcht than I have been thcfe forty years ; 'tis 
you're bewitcht to refufe fo handfom, io young, and 

fo a Pox on him, (heTl ne'er relifh me again 

after him. [A/itU. 

Jut. Since you've lofl your Honour with your wits, 
I'll try what mine will do. 

Enter 
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Enter Carlos, Turks. 

Fran* Oh, I am loft, Tm loft — dear Wife, — ^moft 

mighty Sir, Fve brought her finely to't do not make 

me lofe my credit with his Mahometan Grace, my 

Wife has a monftrous Affe6lion for your Honour, but 
(he's fomething bafhful; but when alone your Magna- 
nimoufhefs will find her a fwinger. 

Car, Fair Creature 

Jul. Do you believe my Husband, Sir ? he's mad. 

Car, Dog. [Offers to kill him. 

Fran, Hold mighty Emperor; as I nope to be faved 

'tis but a copy of her Countenance inhuman Wife — 

lead her to your Apartment, Sir ! barbarous honeft Wo- 
man, to your Chamber, Sir, wou'd I had 

married thee an errant Strumpet ; nay, to your Royal 
Bed, rU warrant you ftie gives you taunt for taunt : try 
her, Sir, try her. [Puts *em out. 

jac. Hark you. Sir, are you poffeft, or is it real re- 
formation in you ? what mov'd this kind fit. 

Fran, E'en Love to fweet Life ; and I (hall think my 
felf ever obliged to my dear Wife, for this kind Re- 

grieve ; had (he been cruel, I had been ftrangled, or 
ung in the Air like our Prophet's Tomb. 

Enter Jirjl Turk. 
I Turk, Sir, boaft the honour of the News I bring you. 
Fran, Oh, my Head ! how my Brows twinge. 
I Turk, The mighty Sultan^ to do you honour, has 

fet your Daughter and her Lover free, ranfomlefs ; 

and this day gives 'em liberty to folemnize the Nuptials 
in the Court ;— but Chriftian Ceremonies muft be pri- 
vate : but youVe to be admitted, and 111 condudl you to 
'em. 

Fran, Some Comfort, I (hall be Father to a Vifcount, 
and for the reft— Patience 

All Nations Cuckolds breeds but I deny 
They had/uch need of Cuckolding as 1, 

[Goes out with the Turk. 
Enter Antonio, and Clara to Jacinta. 

Jac, Madam, the rare(l fport Ha, ha, ha. 

GS Anf. 
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Ant. You need not tell us, we have been witnefs to 
all, 
But to our own Affairs, mv dearefl Clara^ 
Let us not lofe this blefTed opp>ortunity, 
Which Art nor Induflry can give again if this be idly lofL 

CUi. Nay hang me if it be my ^ult, Antonio : Charge 
it to the number of your own Sins ; it (hall not lie at my 
door. 

Anl, Tis generoufly faid, and take notice, my little 
dfiu: Virago, Guzman has a Priefl ready to tie you to 
your wonL 

Clcu As fad as you pleafe ; hang her that fears the con- 
juring knot for me : But what will our Fathers fay 

mine who expedls me to be the Governor's Lady ; and 
yours, who defies Ifabella for a Daughter-in-Law ? 

AnL Mine will be glad of the Change ; and, for yours, 
if he be not pleafed, let him keep his Portion to himfelf 
the greateft m if chief he can do us : and for my 
Friend, the Governor, he's above their Anger. 

Cku Why do we lofe precious timef I long to be 

at 1 Clara take thee Antonio y — the very Ceremony 

will be tedious, fo much I wifli thee mine \ and each d^ 
lay gives me a fear fomething will fnatch me from thee. 

Ant No power of Man can do't thou art fo guarded ; 

but now the Pried is employed in clapping up the ho- 

tiourable Marriage between the Falfe CoutU and Ifabella, 

Jac, Lord, what a jed 'twill be to fee 'em coupled, 
ha, ha. 

Cku Unmerciful Antonio^ to drive the Jed fo far ; 'tis 
too unconfcionable ! 

Ant. By Heaven, I'm fo proud I cannot think my 
Revenge fufficient for Affronts, nor does her Birth, her 

Breeding and her Vanity deferve a better Fortune ; 

beddes, he has enough to fet up for a modem Spark 

—the Fool has jud Wit and good Manners to pafs for a 
Fop of Fafhion ; and, where he is not known, will gain 

the Reputation of a fine accomplifh'd Gentieman, 

yet I'm refolved fhe fhall fee him in his Geers, in his 
original Filthinefis, that my Revenge may be home upon 
the foolifh Jilt. 

Cla. 
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C/a Cruel Antonio^ come let's go give 'em Joy, 

Ant, And finifh our Affair with Mr. Vicar. 

Enter Ifabella, her Train bom by the great Page^ Gui- 
li<Hn, with the other great Page, ana FranciCco bare* 
—Joy to my noble Lord, and you, fair Ifabella \ 

I/a, Thank thee, Fellow,— —but, furely, I deOerved my 
Titles from thee. 

Cla, Your Honour I hope will pardon him. 

Ifcu How now, Clara \ [Noddtng to her. 

yac, I g^ve your Honour joy. 

IJa, Thank thee, poor Creature. 

Pran. My Lord, this Honour you have done my 
Daughter is fo fignal, that whereas I defigned her but fiye 
thouland Pound, I will this happy day fettle oa her 
ten. 

GuiL Damn dirty trafh, your Beauty is fufficient — — 
hum— —Seignior Don Antonio y get the Writings 
ready. \Afide, 

Money — hang Money. 

Fran. How generous thefe Lords are ; nay, my Lord, 
you muft not refiife a Father's Love, if I may preuime to 
call you Son — I fhall find enough befides for my Ranfom^ 
if the Tyrant be fo unmerciful to ask more than my 
Wife pays him. 

GuiL Nay, if you will force it upon me. 

Ifa. Ay, take it, the trifling Sum will ferve to buy oiu* 
H(Hiour Pins. 

Ant. Well, Sir, fmce you will force it on him, my 
Cafhier fhall draw the Writings. 

Guil. And have 'em figned by a publick Notary. 

{Afide. 

Fran. With all my Soul, Sir, 111 go give him order, 
and fubfcribe. \Ex. Francifco. 

Guil. Let him make 'em flrong and fure ^you fhall 

go halves. 

Ant. No, you will deferve it dearly, who have the 
plague of fuch a Wife with it ; — but harkye Coun t 
thefe goods of Fortune are not to be afforded you, with- 
out Conditions. 

Guil. 
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Guil. Shaw, Conditions, any Conditions, noble AntOHi^ 

Ant. Yoii muft difrobe anon, and do'n your native 

Hafailimcnls and in the Equipage give that fair Vif- 

counteTs to underlland ihc true quality of ber Husband. 

Cuil. Hum I'm afraid, 'tis a harder task to leap 

from a Lord to a Rogue, than 'tis from a Rogue to a 
Lord. 

Ant. Not at all, we have examples of both daily. 

Guil. Well, Sir, I'll (how you my agility but. Sir, 

I dcfire I may confummate, d'ye fee, — confummate — 
a little like Lord, to make the Marriage fure. 

Ant You have the Freedom to do fo — the Writiogs 
1 11 provide. 

Guil. Ill about it then, the Frieft waits within for 

you, and Gusman for you, 'Jacinta, hafte, for he is 

to arrive anon AmbalTador from Cadis. 

yiw. I know not, this noife of Weddings has fet me 
agog, and I'll e'en 1% and try what 'tis. 

[Ex. Antonio, Clara, atiii J acinUi. 

Guil. Come, Madam, your Honour and I have fome- 
thing elfe to do, before I have fully duVd you a Vif- 
countefs. 

i[/a. Ah Heav'ns what's thai ? 

Gvii. Why a certain Ceremony, which mud be per- 
formed between a pair of Sheets, but we'll let it alone 

till Night. 

Wi. Till Night, no ; whate'er it be, I wou'd not be 
without an Inch of that Ceremony, that may compleat 
my Honour for the World ; no for Heaven's fake let's 
retire, and dub me prefently. 

Guii. Time enough, time enough. 

^a. You love me not, that can deny me this, 

Cuii. Love— no, we are married now, and People of 
our Quality never love after Marriage ; 'tis not great. 

^a. Nay, let's retire, and compleat my Quality, and 
you will lind me a Wife of the Mode I'll warrant you. 

Guii, For once you have pre vail'd. 
Enter Fiancifco. 

Fran. Whither awayl 

I/a. Only to confummate a little, pray keep you dif- 

tancc. [She pulls i'_ff his hat. 

Fran. 
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Fran, Confummate ! 

Ifa, Ay, Sir, that is to make me an abfolute Vifcoun- 
tefs — we cannot (lay farewel. [Guiliom leads ker out* 

Fran, Hum this Turkey Air has a notable faculty, 

where the Women are all plaguy kind. 

Enter Carlos and Julia 

Car, By Heav'n each Moment makes me more your 
Slave. 

Fran, The Bufmefs is done. 

Jul My Husband I \Afid$, 

Car, And all this conflant love to old Francifco has 
but engaged me more. 

Fran, Ha, Love to me ? \AJide, 

^'ul. Sir, if this Virtue be but real in you, how happy 
ou*d be ; but you'll relapfe again, and tempt my virtue, 
which if you do — 
Fran, 111 warrant (he wou'd kill her felf. [A/Ids, 

Jul, I (hould be fure to yield. \In a foft tone to him. 
Car, No, thou haft made an abfolute Conqueft o*er me 
—and if that Beauty tempt me every hour, I (hall ftill be 
the fame I was the la(L 

Fran, Pray Heaven he be John, 

Enter i Turk. 
I Turk, Moft mighty Emperor, a Me(renger from 
Cadiz has Letters for your Highnefs. 

Car, Condu<5l him in ; in this retreat of ours we ufe no 
State. 

Enter Guzman, as him/elf y gives Carlos Letters, 
Guz, Don Carlos, Governor of Cadiz, greets your 
Highnefs. 

Carlos reads. 
High and Mighty, 

FO R /even Chriftian Slaves, taken lately by a Galley 
of yours J we offer you twice the number of Mahome- 
tans taken from you by us. — If this fuffice not,—propof€ 
your Ranfoms, and theyfhall be paid by 

Don Carlos Governor of Cadiz. 

— Know you this Carlos offers fo fair for you ? 

Fran, 
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Fran, Moil potent Lord, I do, and wonder at the 

Compliment, and yet I am not jealous 1 have fo 

over-a6led the complaifant Husband, that I (hall never fisdl 
into the other Extreme a^in. 

Car. Go, let the Chriflian Governor underfland his Re- 
quefl is granted. 

Guz* The Slaves are ready, Sir, and a Galley to cany 
off the Chriflians. 

?'»/. How fhall we make this Governor amends ? 
ran. I do even weep for joy ; alas, I mufl leave it to 
thee. Love. 

JuL To me, Sir ? do you mock me ? 

Fran, Mock thee ! no ; I know thy Virtu^ and will 
no more be jealous, believe me. Chicken, I was an old 
Fool. 

Car, Your Wife is chafle (he overcame my un- 
ruly Paflion with her Prayers and Tears. 

Enter Ifabella at one door ; Qara, Antonio, Jacinta, at 
afwther ; Kabella'j Train carried ui. 

Fran, Rare News, — ^we're all free and ran(om'd ! All's 
well, and the Man has his Mare again. 

I/a, You ftill forget your Duty and your Diftance. 

Fran, A pox of your troublefom Honour ; a man can't 
be overjo/a in quiet for't 

Enter Baltazer and Sebaflian. 

Seb, Sure I am not millaken, this is the Houfe of my 
Son Antonio, 

Bal, Let it be whofe houfe 'twill, I think the Devil's 
broke loofe in't 

Seb, — Or the Turks ; for I have yet met vrith ne'er a 
Chriftian thing in't. 

Fran, Hah, — do I dream, or is that my Father-in-law, 
and Seignior Sebajlian ? 

Ant, My Father here ? 

Car. Baltazer I \Afide. 

Bal, Son Francifco^ why do you gaze on me fo ? 

Fran. Blefs me. Sir, are you taken by the Great Turk 
too? 

Bal. Taken Great Turk^ what do you mean ? 

Fran, Mean, Sir ! why how the Devil came you into 
Turkey ? Bal. 
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BaL Sure Jealoufy has crack'd his Brains. 

Fran. Crack me no Cracks, good Father mine; — ^am 
not I a Slave in Turkeyl and is not this the Grand Seignior's 
Palace ? 

Car, So, all will come out, there's no prevention. 

[Afidg. 

Seb. Some that are wifer anfwer us : You, Son, — are 
you infedled too ? — was not yefterday to have been your 
Wedding-day ? 

Ant, To aay has done as well, Sir, I have only changed 
Ifabella for Clara, 

Seb, How, Franci/co, have you juggled with me ? 

Fran, My Daughter's a Lady, Sir. 

Bal, And you, Miflrefs, you have married Antonio ^ 
and left the Governor. 

Cla, I thought him the fitter Match, Sir, and hope your 
Pardon. 

yul. We cannot fcape. 

Fran. But how came you hither, Gentlemen, how 
durfl you venture ? 

Seb, Whither, Sir, to my own Son's houfe; is there 
fuch danger in coming a mile or two out of Cadiz} 

Fran, Is the Devil in you, or me, or both ? Am not 
I in the Poflefllon of Turks and Infidels ? 

Bal, No, Sir ; fafe in Antofiio Villa, within a League 
of Cadiz. 

Fran. Why, what a Pox, is not this the Great Turk 
himfelf? 

Bal. This Sir, — cry mercy, my Lord — ^'tis Don Car- 
loSy Sir, the Gk)vemor. 

Frapi, The Governor ! the worft Great Turk of all ; fo. 
I am cozened, — mod rarely cheated ; why, what a horrid 
Plot's here carried on, to bring in hereticsd Cuckoldom ? 

Car, Well, Sir, fince you have found it out, 111 own 
my Paffion. 

Jul, Well, if I have been kind you forced me to't, 
nay begged on your knees, to give my felf away. 

Fran, Guilty, guilty, I confefs, ^but 'twas to the 

Great Turk, Miflrefs, not Don Carlos, 

yul. And was the Sin the greater ? 

Fran. No, but the Honour was lefs. BaL 
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Bid. Oh horrid! Whal, ii 
Wborel 

Car. Sir, you're tniJlaken, the was my Wife in fight 
of Heaven before; and I but fei^d my own. 

Fran. Oh, Sir, (he's at your Service ftill. 

Car. I thank you, Sir, and take her as my own. 

Sal. Hold, tny Honour's concerned. 

Fran. Not at a]l. Father mine, Ihe's my Wife, my 
Lumber now, and, I hope, I may difpofe of my Goods 

and Chattels if he takes her we are upon equal terms, , 

for he makes himfelfmy Cuckold, as he has Eilready made 
me his ; — for, if my memory fail me not, we did once 
:^n a time confumnate, as my Daughter has it 
Enter Guiliom, in fits own dre/s, crying Chimney-Sioeep. 

Guil. Chimney-fweep, — —by your leave, Gentlemen. 

Ant. Whitheraway» Sirrah i 

Gull. Whafs that to you, Sir ! 

Ant. Not to me, Sirrah ;— who wou'd you fpeak with? 

Guil. What's that to you, Sir ? why, what a Pox may 
not a man fpeak with his own Lady and Wife ? 

Cla. Heavens r his Wife I to look for his Wife among* ^ 
Peribns of Quality ! 

Car. Kick out the Rafcal. 

Guil. As foon as you pleafe, my Lord ; but let me take 
my Wife along with me. \Taliis Ifa. by the hand, 

I/a. Faugh ! what means the Devi! .'' 

Guil. Devil ; 'twas not long fmce you found me a hu- 
man creature within there. 

J/a. Villain, Dog ; help mc to tear his Eyes out. ' 

Guil. What, ihofe Eyes, thofe lovely Eyes, that wound- 
ed you fo deeply ? 

From. What's the meaning of all this 1 why, what am 
I coxen'd i and is my Daughter coicn'd J 

Guil. Cozen'd! why. I'm a Man, Sir. 

Fran. The Devil you are. Sir, how (hall I know that? 

Guil. Your Daughter does. Sir ; and that's all one. 

l/a. Oh I I'm undone ; am I no Vifcounlefs then ? 

Guil. Hang Titles ; 'twas my felf jou lov'd, my amia- 

blefweetand charming fclf: In fine, fweet-heart, I am 

your Husband ; no Vifcounl, but honell CHiliom the 

Chimney- 
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Chimney-fweeper. — I heard your Father defign'd to many 
you to a Tradefman, and you were for a Don ; and to 
pleafe you both, you fee how well I have managed mat- 
ters. 

Fran, 111 not give her a farthing. 

GuiL No matter, her Love's worth a million ; and, 
that's fo great, that Fm fure ihell be content to cany my 
Soot basket after me. 

I/a, Ah I I die, I die. 

GuiL What, and I fo kind ? 

{Goes and kiffes her^ and blacks herfaa. 

If a. Help ! murder, murder ! 

GuiL Well, Gentlemen, I am fomething a better for- 
tune than you believe me, by fome thoufands. 

{Shows Car. his Writings. 

Car, Subflantial and good ! faith, Sir, I know not 
where you'll find a better fortune for your Daughter, as 
cafes (land. {To Francifca 

GuiL And, for the Vifcount, Sir, gjay Clothes, Money 
and Confidence will fet me up for one, in any ground in 
Chriftendom. 

Car, Faith, Sir, he's i'th' right ; take him home to 
Seml^ your Neighbours know him not, and he may pafs for 
what you pleafe to make him ; the Fellow's honeit, witty 
and handiom. 

Fran, Well, I have confidered the matter ; I was but 
a Leather-feller myfelf, and am grown up to a gentleman ; 
and, who knows but he, being a Chimney-fweeper, may, 
in time, grow up to a Lord ? Faith, 111 trufl to Fortune^ 

for once here ^take here and rid me of one 

Plague, as you, I thank you. Sir, have done of another. 

\To Carlos. 

GuiL Prithee be pacified, thou fhalt fee me within this 
hour as pretty a fluttering Spark as an/s in Town. — My 
noble Lord, I give you thanks and joy ; for, you are 
happy too. 

Car, As Love and Beauty can make me. 

Fran. And I, as no danm'd Wife, proud Daughter, 
or tormenting Chamber-maid can make me. 

AnU And I, as Heaven and Clara can. 

3— II You 



i62 The False Count. 

You bafe-born Beauties^ whofe iU-manrut'd PruU^ 

TK indujiriotis noble Citizens deride^ 
May you all meet with IfabellaV doom^ 

GuiL — And ail fuch Husbands as the Gw»/ Guiliomc 



EPILOGUE, 

Spoken by Mrs. Barry^ made by a 

Perfon of Quality. 

J Come not a Petitioner tofue^ 
This Play the Author has writ down to you ; 
if J a flight Farce, Five Days brought forth with eaje. 
So very foolifli that it needs mufl plea/ej 
For tho each day ^od Judges take of^nccy \ 

And Satir arms tn Comedos defence. S 

You areftill true to your Jack-Pudding Senfe, ) 

No Buffoonry can mifs your Approbation. 
You love it as you do a new French Fa/hion : 
Thus in true hate of Senfe, and Wifs defpite^ 
Bantring and Shamming is your dear delight 
Thus among all the FoUys nere abounding. 
None took Uke the new Ape^trick of Dumjounding, 
If to make People laugh the bufinefs be, \ 

YOU sparks better Comedians are than we ; > 

You every day out-Jool et/n Nokes and Lee. ) 

They re fore' d to flop, and their own Farces quit, 
T* admire the Merry- Andrews of the Pit ; 
But if your Mirth fo grate the Criticfis ear. 
Your l^ove will yet more Harlequin appear, 

You everlafling Grievanc/of the Boxes, 

You wither' d Ruins of flun^d Wine and Poxes ; 
Whatflrange Greenflcknefs do you hope in Women 
Should make *cm love old Fools in new Point Linen ? 

The 
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The Race of Life you run off-hand toofaft^ 
Your fiery Metal is too hot to laft ; 
Your Fevers comefo thick, your Clafsfo plenty^ 
Moft of you are threejcore at five ana twenty. 
Our Town-hred Laays know you well enou^y 
Your courting Women? s like your taking Snuff \ 
Out of mere idlenefsyou keep a pother, 
Yoi^ve no more need of one than of the other* 

Ladies 
W Olid you be quit of their infipid noife. 
And vain pretending take a FooVs advice; 
Of the faux Braves Fve hadfonu little trial. 
Therms nothing gives *em credit but Denial: 
As when a Coward will pretend to Huffing, 
Offer to fight, away fneaks Bully-Ruffian, 
So when thefe Sparks, whofe bufinefs is addreffing. 
In Love purfuits grow troublefom andpreffing; 
When they affeCl to keepfHll tn your eye, \ 

When they fend Grifons every where tofPy, \ 

A ndfull of Coxcomb drefs cmd ogle high\ ) 

Seem to receive their Charge, ana face about, 
nipawn my life they never fland in out 
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PROLOGUE, 

Spoken by Mr. Jevon. 



'NCEwiih old Plays you have /along been clo^d^ 
As with a Mijlrejs many years enjoy d^ 




How briskly dear Variety you purfue ; 

Nay^ thofor worjeye change^ ye will have New. 
Widows take heed/ome of you infrejh Youth 
Have been the unpitied Afartyrs of this Youth, 
When for a drunken Sot, that had kind hours, 
And taking their own freedoms^ left you yours \ 

^Twas 
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* Twos your Seliberate choice your days topafs 
With a damn* d^fober^ /elf 'OdnUring A/s^ 
Who thinks good uf age for the Sex ut^t, 
And flights ye out ofSparkiJhnefs and Wit, 

But you can fit him Ltt a wor/e Pool come, 

If he negle^, to officiate in his room. 

Vain amorous Coxcombs every where are founds 

Fops for all u/es, but the Stage abound, 

Tho you Jhoi^d change them oftener than your FaflUons^ 

There Jhll wou^d be enough for your Occq/lons : 

But ours are notfo eafily fuppfied, 

All that cot^d ^er quit co/l, we have already tried, 

Na/y dear fometimes have bought the Frippery fluff. 

This, Widows, you — I mean the old anatougk-^^^ 

Will never think, be they but Fool enough. 

Such will with any kind of Puppies play ; 
But we mufl better know for what we pay : 
We mufl not pnrchafe fuch dull Fools as they, 
Shoi^dwefhew each her own particular Dear, 
What they admire at home, they woi^d loath here. ■- 
Thus, tho the Mall, the Rin^, ihe Pit is full. 
And every Coffee-Houfe fHlif warms with Fool\ 
Thoflill by Fools all other Callings thrive^ 
Nay our own Women byfrefh Cullies thrive, 
Tho your Intrigues which no Lampoon can cure, 
Promife a long Succeffion to enfurej 
A nd aUyour Matches plenty do Prefage : 
Dire is Uu Dearth ana Famine on the Stage, 
Our Stores quite wafted, and our Credifsfmall, 
Not a Fool left to blefs our f elves withal, 
W^re for<ft at lafl to rob, {which is p^eat pity, 
Tho *tis a never-failing Bank) the City, 

Wefhowyou one to day intirely new. 
And of ail Jefls, none relifh like the true. 
Lei that the value of our Play inhance. 
Then it may prove indeed the Lucky Chance. 
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Dramatis Perfonae. 

MEN. 

Sir Feeble Fainwood^ an old Alderman \ w jj^i^fi^ 

to be married to Leticia, > ' * 

Sir Cautious Fulbanky an old Banker ) ^ Nokes 

married to Julia^ > 

Mr. Cayman, a Spark of the Town, ( w, Tt^*4M^*r^ 

Lover of Julia, \ ^^- ^^^^^^^^^ 

Mr. Bellmour, contradled to Lelicta,^ 

difguis'd, and paffes for Sir Feedle^s > Mr. Kynafton, 

Nephew, } 

Mr. Bearjejl, Nephew to Sir Cautious, \ yt *tev(nu 

a Fop, ) ' ^ 

Capt Nd/ey, his Companion, Mr. Harris, 

Mr. Bredwel, Prentice to Sir Cautious, \ 

and Brother to Letida, in love with > Mr. Bowman. 

Diana, ) 

Rag, Footman to Cayman. 
RcUpk, Footman to Sir Feeble, 
Dick, Footman to Sir Cautious, 

WOMEN. 

Lady Fulbank, in love with Cayman, \ -^m n 

honed and generous, ( ^^^' ^'''''^• 

Leticia, contra6led to Bellmour, mar- j 

ried to Sir Feeble, yoimg and vir- > Mrs. Cook, 

tuous, ) 

Diana, Daughter to Sir Feeble, in love ) ^^ j^r *r j 

with BrJwel ; virtuous, } Mrs Jfount/ord. 

Pert, Lady FulbanHs Woman. 
Gammer Grime. Landlady to Cayman, \ •,_ » , 
a Smith's Wife in Al/Jia, ^ j ^'^- P"^''- 

A Parfon, Fidlers, Dancers, and Singers. 

The Seem, LONDON. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
The Streety at break of 'Day, 

Enter Bellmour di/guis'd in a travelling Habit 

Bel. |B|^9S U R £ 'tis the day that gleams in yon- 
der Eaft, 
The day that all but Lovers bleft by 

Shade 
Pay chearflil Homage to : 
Lovers ! and thofe purfu'd like guilty 
me 
By rigid Laws, which put no difference 
Twixt fairly killing in my own Defence, 
And Murders bred by drunken Arguments, 
Whores, or the mean Revenges of a Coward. 

—This is Leticids Father's Houfe {Looking about 

And that the dear Balcony 
That has fo oft been confcious of our Loves ; 
From whence (he has fent me down a thoufand Sighs, 
A thoufand looks of Love, a thoufand Vows, 
O thou dear witnefs of thofe charming Hours, 
How do I blefs thee, how am I pleas* d to view thee 
After a tedious Age of fix Montns Banifhment 

Enter feveral with Mufick, 
Fit But hark ye, Mr. GingUy is it proper to play be- 
fore the Wedding ? 

Gin, Ever while you live, for many a time in playing 
after the firft night, the Bride's fleepy, the Bridegroom 
tir'd, and both fo out of humour, that perhaps they hate 
any thing that puts 'em in mind they are married. 

[They play and/ing. 

Enter 
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EnUr Phillis in the Balcony, throws 'em Money. 

EIS Ey Qoris, charming Maidarife \ 
' I And baffle breaking Day, 
the adoring World thy Eyes 
Are morefurfirizingga^ ; 
Thi Gods of Love are jtmling round. 

And lead the Bridegroom on. 
And Hymen has the Altar crowtCd 

While all thy fighing Lovers are undone. 

To fie theepafs they through the Plain ; 

The Groves with Flowers areftrown. 
And enery young and envying Swain 

Wiflus the hour his own. 
Rifi then, and let the God of Day, 

Whgn thou dofl to the Lover yield. 
Behold more Treafure gvyen away 

Than he in his vaft Circle ^er beheld. 

Bel H£^, Phillis, Leticufs Vlomsn \ 
Ging- Fie, Mrs. Phillis, do you take us for Fidlers that 
^y for Hire ? I came to compliment Mrs. Leticia on her 
Wedding-Morning becaufe (he is my Scholar. 
Phil. She fends it only to drink her Health. 
Ging. Come, Lads, let's to the Tavern then — 

[Ex. Mufick. 
BeL Hah ! faid he Leticia ? 
Sure I fliaU turn to Marble at this News : 
I harden, and cold Damps pafs thro my fenfdefs Pores. 

Hah, who's here ? 

Enter Gayman wrapt in his Cloak. 
Gay. Tis yet too early, but my Soul's impatient 
And I mufl lee Leticia. [Goes to the door. 

Bel. Death and the Devil — the Bridegroom ! 
Stay, Sir, by Heaven you pafs not this way. 

[Goes to the door as he is knocking, fiu/hes him 
away, and draws. 

Gay. 
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Gay. Hah ! what art thoa that durft forbid m« En- 
trance? 

— Stand off. • 

\They fight a little^ andclofing view each difilfr. 
Bel. Gaytnan / ^ 

Gay. My deareft Bellmour ! 

Bel. Oh thou falfe Friend, thou treacherous bafe De- 
ceiver ! 

Gay. Hah, this to me, dear Harry ? 
Bel. Whither is Honour, Truth and FriendOiip fled T 
Gay. Why there ne'er was fuch a Virtue, 
Tis all a Poet's Dream. 
BeL I thank you, Sir. 
Gay. Pm forry for't, or that ever I did any thing that 

could deferve it : put up your Sword an honeft man 

wou'd fay how he's offended, before he rafhly draws. 
Bel. Are you not going to be married, Sir ? 
Gay. No, Sir, as long as any Man in Londtm is fo, 
that has but a handfom Wife, Sir. 
Bel. Are not you in love, Sir ? 

Gay. Mod damnably, and wou'd fain lie with the 

dear jilting Gipfy. 
BeL Han, who would you lie with, Sir? 

Gay. You catechife me roundly ^'tis not felr to 

name, but I Jam no flarter, Harry ; jufl as you left me, 
you find me.' I am for the faitnlefs Julia fliU, the old 
Alderman's Wife.— *Twas high time the City fhould lofe 
their Charter, when their Wives turn honeft : But pray. 
Sir, anfwer me a Queftion or two. 

Bel. Anfwer me firfl, what makes you here this Morn- 
ing ? 

Gay. Faith to do you fervice. Your damn'd little 
Jade of a Mifbrefs has learned of her Neighbours the Art 

of Swearing and Lying in abundance, and is 

Bel. To be married ! \Sighinfy, 

Gay. Even fo, God fave the Mark ; and fhell be a fau: 
one for many an Arrow befides her Husband's, tho he an 
old Fitisbury Hero this threefcore Years. 
Bel. Who mean you ? 

Vol. III. H Gay. 
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Gay. Why thy Cuckold that (hall be. if thou be'ft 

Bel. A Hay ; 
Who is this Man? thou dallieft with me. 

Gay. Why an old Knight, and Alderman here o'oth' 
Gty, Sir Feeble Fainwoiid, a Jolly old Fellow, whofe 
Adlivity is all got into his Tongue, a very excellent Tea- 
cer; but neither Youth nor Beauty can grind his Dudgeon 
to an Edge. 

BeL Fie, what Stuff's here ! 

Gny. Very excelleut Stuff, if you have but the Qiace 

Bet. You banter me— but in plain Eaglijk tcU me. 
What made you here thus early, 
Entiing yon Houfe with Aich Authority? 

Gay. Why your Minrefs IMicia, your contrafled Wife, 
is this Morning to be married to old Sir Ftebtt Fainwou'd, 
induc'd to't I fuppofe by the great Jointure he makes her, 
and the improbability of your ever gaining your Pardon 
for your high Duel Do I fpeak Englifli now, Sir! 

Bel. Too well, would 1 had never heard thcc. 

Gay. Now I being the Confident in your Amours, the 

inck-go-between^ — ^the civil Pimp, or fo you left 
er in charge with me at your Departure, 

Bel. I did fo. 

Gay. I law her every day ; and every day (he paid 
the Tribute of a fhower of I'ears, to the dear Lord of all 
her Vows, young Belmour: 
Till faith at lafl, for ReafoDS manifold, 
1 flackt my daily Vilits. 

Bel. And left her to Temptation was that well 

done) 

Gay. Now mud I afilifl you and my felf with a long 
tale of Caufcswhy ; 
Or be chaf^g'd with want of Friendlhip. 

Bel. You will do well to clear that Point to me. 

Gav. I fee you're peeviih, and you (hall be humour'd. 

You know my julia play'd me e'en fuch another 

Prank as your falfe one is going to play you, and mar- 
ried old Sir Cautious Fulbmk here i'th' City i at which 
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you know I (lorm'd, and rav^d, and fwore, as thou wo't 
now, and to as little purpofe. There was but one way 
left, and that was cuckolding him. 

BeL Well, that Defign I left thee hot upon. 

Gay. And hotly have purfu'd it : Swore, wept, voVd, 
wrote, upbraided, prayed and railed; then treated la- 

vifhly, and prefented high till, between you and I, 

Harryj I have prefented the bell part of Eight hundrea 
a year into her Husband's hands, in Mortg^e. 

Bel, This is the Courfe you'd have me ueer, I thank 
you. 

Gay, No, no. Pox on't, all Women are not Jilts- 
Some are honeft, and will give as well as take ; or elfe 
there would not be fo many broke i'th' City. In fine, 
Sir, I have been in Tribulation, that is to fay, Money* 
lefs, for fix tedious Weeks, without either Clothes, or 
Equipage to appear withal ; and fo not only my own 
Love-affair lay neglected — but thine too— and I am forc- 
ed to pretend to my Lady, that I am i'th' Country with a 

dying Uncle from whom, if he were indeed dead, I 

expedl two thoufand a Year. 

Bel. But what's aU this to being here this Morning ? 

Gay, Thus have I lain conceal'd hke a Winter-Fly, 
hoping for fome bled Sunihine to warm me into life a- 
gam, and make me hover my flagging Wings ; till the 
News of this Marriage (which fills 3ie Town) made me 
crawl out this filent Hour, to upbraid the ficlde Maid. 

Bel, Didil thou ? purfue thy kind Defign. Get me 

to fee her ; and fure no Woman, even poffeft with a new 

Paflion, 

Grown confident even to Proftitution, 

But when (he fees the Man to whom fhe's fwom fo very 

— very much, will find Remorfe and Shame. 

Gay, For your fake, tho the Day be broke upon us, 

And I'm unaone, if feen — I'U venture in 

[Throws his Cloke over. 
Enter Sir Feeble Fainwou'd, Sir Cautious Fulbank, Bear- 

jeft and Noifey. \P^fi over the Stage, and go in. 

Hah fee the Bridegroom ! 

And with him my Deftin'd Cuckold, old Sir Cautious Ful- 
bank, H 2 — Hah, 
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Hah, what ail'ft thou Man 

Bet. The Bridegroom 1 
Like Gormtis Head he's* tum'd me into Stone. 

Gay. Gorjroti's Head a Cuckold's Head 'twas 

made to graft upon. 

Bel. By Heaven 111 feire her eveo at the Altar, 
And bear her thence in Triumph. 

Gay, Ay, and be bom to Ntvjgate in Triumph, and 
be hanged in Triumph — 'twill be cold Comfort celebrating 
your Nuptials in the Prefs-Yard, and be wak'd neitt Morn- 
ing, like Mr. Barnardine in the Play— Will you pleafc to 
rifc and be hanged a little. Sir ? 

BeL What wouldft thou have to do? 

Gay. As many an honcfl Man has done before thee — 
Cuckold him — cuckold him. 

B^l. What and !et him marry her ! She Ihafs 

mine by facred Vows already I By Heaven it would be 
flat Adultery in her ! 

Gay. Shell learn the trick, and piaflife it the better 
with thee. 

Bd. Oh Heavens ! Letida marry him ! and he with 

Here will I ftand and fee this (hameful Woman, 
See if (he dares pafs by me to this Wickednefs. 

Gay. Hark ye, Harry — in earccft have a care of be- 
traying)-our felf; and do not venture fweet Life for a 
6ckle Woman, who perhaps bates you. 

Btl. You counfel n-cll^ — but yet to fee her married ! 
How evet^ thought of that fhocks all my Rcfolution ! — 
But hang JL I'll be rcfoluteand faucy, 
Defpife a Woman who can ufe me ill. 
And think fny felf above her. 

Gay. Why now thou art thy felf a Man again. 

But (et they're coming forth, now (land your ground. 
Enter Sir Feeble, '.^ir Cautious, Bearjert, Noifey, Leticia 
fad, Diana, Phillis. {Pa/s over Ikt Stage. 

Bet. 'Tis (he ; fupport me, Charks, or I (hall fink to 
Earth, 
— Methought in pafling by (he cad a fcomful glance at 

Such 




An Alderman's Bargain. 

Such channing Pride I've feen upon her Eyes, 
When our Love-Quarrels arm'd em with Dirdain — 
—I'll after 'em, if 1 live (he (hall not 'fcapc rae. 

OJers to go. Gay. fwldt him. 

Gay. Hold, remember you're profcrioed, 
And die if you are taken. 

Bel. I've done, and I will live, but he (hall ne'er enj<^ 
her. 

^Wbo's yooder, Ralpk, my Trufty Confident I 

Enter Ralph. 
Now tho I perilh I mud (peak to him. 
— Friend, what Wedding^ this ? 

Ralph. One that was never made in Heaven, Sir ; 
Tis Alderman Fainivoiid, and Mrs. Letida Bredvjell. 

Bel. Bredwell—l have heard of her,— Ihe was Mif- 
trefs 

RaI. To fine Mr. Belmour, Sir,— ay there was a Gen- 
tleman 
— But reft his Soul— he's hang'd. Sir. [tVeept. 

Bel. How ! hang'd ? 

RiU. Hang'd, Sir, hang'd at the Ha^u^ in Hol- 
land. 

Gay. 1 heard fome fuch News, but did not credit it. 

Bel. Fot what, faid they, was he hang'd ? 

Ral. Why e'en for High Treafon, Sir, he killed one 
of their Kings. 

Gay. HallaKd's a Commonfrealdi, and is not rul'd by 
Kings. 

Ral. Not by one. Sir, but by a great many ; this was 
a Cheefemonger — --they fell out over a Bottle of Brandy, 
went to Snicker Sace ; Mr. Belmour cut his Throat, and 
was hang'd for't, that's all. Sir, 

Bel. And did the young Lady believe this? 

Ral. Yes, and took on moll heavily the Doc- 
tors gave her over and there was the Devil to do 

to get her to confcni to this Marriage but her For- 
tune was fmall, and the hope of a Ladyfhip, and a Gold 
Chain at the Spittal Sermon, did the Bultnefs— and fo your 
Servant, Sir. [Ex. Ralph. 
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Btl. So, here's a hopeful Account of my fweel fe!f 

Enler Pofl-man -witk Leilers. 

Pgft. Pray, Sir, which is Sir Fteble Fainwoud's ? 

Bel. 'What wou'd you with him. Friend 7 

Pofl. I have a letter here from the Hague for him. 

Bel. From the Hague! Now have I a curiofity to 

fee it 1 am his Servant — give it me 

[Gix'es it him, and Exit. 
— Perhaps here may be the fecond part of ray Tragedy, 
I'm full of Mifchief, CAar/ej— and have a mind to fee 
this Fellow's Secrets. For from this hour III be his evil 
Genius, haunt him at Bed and Board ; he IbaU not deep 
nor eat ; difturb him at his Prayers, in his Embraces ; ana 
teazc him into Madnefs. 
Help me Invention, Malice, Love, and Wii : 

[Opening the Leittr. 
Ye Gods, and httle Fiends, inflrufl my Mifchie£ 



^ 



Reads. 



Dear Brother, 



\ Ccording to your defire I have fint for my San from 
J~\ St. Omcr'j, wham I have fent to -tvait oh you in 
England ; he is a very eood Accoiiittant, and fit for Bu- 
fine/s, and tnueh fleafd he fhall fee that Uncle to whom 
h^s fo obliged, and which is fo gratefully achnowltdged 
Dear Brother, your affeOit 



r Brother, your affeSionaie Brother, 



Francis Fainwou'd. 

Hum hark ye, Charles, do you know who I am 

now ? 

Gi^. Why, I hope a very honeft Friend of mine, 
Harry Beimour. 

Bel. No, Sir, you are roidaken in your Man. 

Cay. It may be fa 

Bel. I am, d'ye fee Oar/iu, this very individual, nume- 
rical young Mr. what ye call 'um Fainwou'd, juft 

come from St. Omers into England— Xo my Uncle the Al- 
derman. 1 
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I am, Charles, this very Man. 

Gay. I know you are, and will fwear't upon occafion. 

Bel. This lucky Thought has almoil calm'd my mind. 
And if I don't fit you, my dear Uncle, 
May I never lie with my Aunt 

day. Ah Rogue but prithee what care have you ta- 
ken about your Pardon ? 'twere good you ihould fecure 
that. 

Bel. There's the Devil, Charles, ^had I but that— 

but that feldom fails ; but yet in vain, I being the firll 
Tranfgreffor fince the A£X againfl Duelling. 
But I impatient to fee this dear delight of my Soul, and 
hearing from none of you this fix weeks, came frcnn 

^r«^^Zr in this difguife for the ^<fi/^«^ I have not feen, 

tho hang'd there but come let* s away, and com- 

pleat me a right St. Omer's Spark, that I may prefent my 
lelf as foon as they come from Church. [Exeunl. 

SCENE II. Sir Cautious Fulbank'^ 

Houfe. 

Enter Lady Fulbank, Pert and BredweL Bredwel gives 

her a Letter. 

Lady Fulbank reads. 

I ID my Julia know how I languijh in this cruel Se^' 
paration^Jhe would afford me her pity, and write 
Tiner. If only the Expectation of two thoufand a year 
ept fne from you, ah / Julia, haw eafily would I aban- 
don that Trifle for your more valued fight -, but that I 
know a Fortune will render me more c^reeable to the 
charming Julia, I fhould quit all my Tnterefl here, to 
throw myfelf at her Feet, to make her fenfible how I 
am intirely her Adorer, 

Charles Gayman. 
—Faith Charles you lie — you are as welcome to me now, 
Now when I doubt thy Fortune is declining, 

H 4 As 
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As if the Univerfc were thine.. 

Pert. That, Madam, is a noble Gratitude. For if his 
Fortune be declining, 'tis facritic'd to his Paflion for 
your Ladyfhip. 
'Tis all laid out on Love. 

L. Ful. I prize my Honour more than Life, 
Yet I had rather have given him all he wilh'd of me, 
Than be guilty of his Undoing. 

Perl. And I think the Sin were lefs. 

L. Ful. I mufl confefs, fuch Jewels, Rings and Pre> | 
fents as he made me, mufl needs decay his Fortune. 

Bred. Ay. Madam, his very Coach at lall was turned 
into a Jewel for your Ladylhip. Then, Madam, what 
Expences his Pefpair have run him on^ 
As Drinking and Gaming, to divert the Thought of your 
marrying my old Mailer. 

L. Ful. And put in Wenching too. 

Bred. No, affure your feif, Madam 

"L. Ful. Of that 1 would be belter fatisfied — and you 
too mull alTift me, as e'er you hope I ihould be kind to 
you in gaining you Diana. [To Bredwel 

Bred. Madam, I'll die to ferve you. 

Pert. Nor will 1 be behind in my Duty. 

L. Ful. Oh how fatal are fbrc'd Marriages I 
How many Ruins one fuch Match pulls on I 
Had I but kept my Sacred Vows to Cayman, 
How happy had \ been — how profperous he I 
Whilft now I languilh in a loath'd embrace. 
Pine out my Life with Age — Confumptions, Coughs. 
But doft thou fear that Gayman is declining f 

Bred. You are my Lady, and the bell of Miflieffes — 
Therefore 1 would not grieve you, for 1 know 
You love this be(l but moH unhappy Man. 

L. Ful. You (hall not grie\-e me — pntnee on. 

Bred. My Maftet fent me yefterday to Mr. Crap tus 
Scrivener, to fend to one Mr. WaJUall, to tell him hii' i 
^rfl Mortgage was out, which is two hundred pounds a \ 

Year and who has fince ingaged live or fix hundred 

more to my Mailer ; but if this foil be not redeem'd, h^ 
take the Forfeit on't, as he fays a wife Man ought, 

l^Ful. 
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L. Ful. That is to fay, a Knave, according to his No- 
tion of a wife Man. 

Bred. Mr. Crap, being bufy with a borrowing Lords 
fent me to Mr, Wa luall, whofe Lodging is in a nafty Place 
called Al/atia, at a Black- Smith's. 

L. Ful. But what's all this to Cayman 1 

Bred. Madam, this Waleall was Mr. Cayman. 

L. Ful. Cayman I Saw")! thou Gaymaa ? 

Bred. Madam, Mr. Cayman, yeflerday. 

L. Ful. When came he to Town T 

Bred. Madam, he has not been out of it. 

L. FhI. Not at his Uncle's in Northamplonjkin'i 

Bred. Your Lady(hip was wont to credit me. 

L. Ful. Forgive me^you went to a Black-Smith's — 

Bred. Yes, Madam; and at the door encountred the 
bcaflly thing he calls a Landlady ; tvho lookt as iflhehad 
been of her own Husband's majcing, compos'd of mould- 
ed Smith's DufL 1 askt for Mr. Waftiatl, and (he began 

to open and did fo rail at him, that what with her 

Billinfgate, and her Husband's hammers, 1 was both deaf 
and (uunb—at last the hammers ceas'd, and Ihe grew 
weary, and call'd down Mr. Wajleatl ; but he not an- 

fwering -1 was Cent up a Ladder rather than a pair of 

Stairs : at laA 1 fcal'd Ihe lop, and cnler'd the inchanted 
Caitle ; there did 1 hnd him, fpite of the noife below, 
drowning his Cares in Sleep. 

L. Ful. Whom foundft thou ? Cayman^ 

Bred. He Madam, whom 1 wak'd — and feeing me, 
Heavens what Confofion feii'd him 1 which nothing but 
my own Surprize could equal. Alham'd — he wou'd have 
tum'd away ; 

But when he faw, by my dejedled Eyes, I knew him, 
He (igh'd, and blulht, and heard me tell my bufincfe ; 
Then beg'd I wou'd be fecret ; for he voVd his whole 
Repofe and Life depended on my lilencc. Nor had 1 
told it DOW, 

But that your Ladylhip may find fame fpeedy means to 
draw him from this defperate Condition. 

h. Ful. Heavens, is't pofliblc? 



4 



H 5 



Brtd. 
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Bred. He's driven to the laH degree of Poverty ^ 
Had you but fecn his Lodgings, Madam ! 

L. Ful. What were they ? 

Bred. Tis a pretty convenient Tub. Madam. He may 
lie aloi^ in't, there s jufl room for an old join'd Stool be- 
fides the Bed, which one cannot call a Cabin, about the 
largciicrs of a Pantry Bin, or a Ufurer's Trunk ; there 
had been Domex Curtains to'l in the days of Vore ; but 
they were now annihilated, and nothing left to fave his 



broken tix-penny Looking-Glafs, that IheVd as many 
Faces as the Scene in Henry the Eighth, which could but 
jull fland upright, and then the Comb-Cafe lill'd iL 

L. Ful. What a leud Defcription baft thou made of his 
Chamber ? 

Bred. Then for his Equipage, "tis banifht to one ftnall 
Monfieur, who (fancy with his Mafter's Poverty) is rather 
a Companion than a FooUnan. 

L. Ful. But what faid he to the Forfeiture of his Land ? 

Bred. He (igh'd and ery'd. Why farewel dirty Acres ; 
It fhall not trouble mc, fincc 'twas all tor Lovel 

L, Ful. How much redeems it? 

Bred. Madam, five hundred Pounds. 

L. Ful. Enough — you (hall in fome difguifc convey 
this Money to him, as from an unknown hand ; I wou'd 
not have him think it comes from me, for all the World : 
That Nicety and Virtue I've profcfl, I am refolved to 
keep. 

Pert. If I were your Ladyfhip, I wou'd make ufe of 
Sir Cavtiott^s Cafh : pay him in his own Coin. 

Bred. Your Ladyfhip wou'd make no Scruple of it, if 
you knew how this poor Gentleman has been us'd by my 
unmerciful M after. 

L. Ful. I have a Key already to his Counting-Houfe ; 
it being IoH, he had another made, and (his I found and 
kept 

Bred. Madam, this is an excellent time for't, my Mat- 
ter being gone to give my Siller Leticia at Qiurch. 

L. Ful. 
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L. Ful. Tis fo, and HI go and comr 
whilll you prepare to carry it, and Ihen v 
with your Sifler the Bride. 



; the Theft, 

11 to dinner 

\Extuiif. 



S C E N E III. The Houfe of Sir Feeble. 

Enter Sir Feeble, Leticia, Sir Cautious, Bearjefl, Diana, 
Noifcy. Sir Feeble^wfJ and/ahita em. 

Sir Feeb. Welcome Joan Sandfrjon, welcome, wel- 
come. [A'i^j the Bridt. 
Ods bobs, and fo thou art Sweet-heart \So to the rejl. 

Bear. Melhinks my Lady Bride is very melancholy. 

Sir Can. Ay, ay, Women that are difcreet, are always 
thus upon their Wedding-day. 

Sir Feei. Always by day-light, Sir Cautious. 

But when Mght Phcebus does retire, 
To Thetis' Bed to guench his fire, 
And do the thing -we need not nairu. 
We Mortals by his influetKe do the fame. 
Then thou the blunting Maid lays by 
Her lingering, and her Modejly ; 
And round the tover clafis and twines 
Like Ivy, or the eirding Pints, 

Sir Feeb. Here Ralph, the Bottle Rogue, of Sack ye 
Raical 1 hadft thou been a Butler worth hanging, thou 
wou'dfthave met u£ at the door with it — Ods bobs Sweet- 
heart thy health. 

Bear, Away with it, to the Bride's Haunca in Kelder, 

SxcFeeb. Got fo, go to Rogue, go to, that (hall be. 
Knave, that IhaU be the morrow morning ; he- — ods 
bobs, well do't Sweet heart ; here's to't. \Drinks again. 

Let. I die but to imagine it, wou'd I were dead in- 
deed. 

Sir Feeb. Hah— hum— how's this) Tears upon the 
Wedding-day? Why, why — —you Baggage you, ye 
tittle Ting, Fools-face^away you Rogue, you're naugli- 



The Lucky Chance; or 



-bufs i 



Look look look now, bufs i 

bufs it — and Friends ; did'ums, did'ums beat its none filly 

Baby — away you little Haffey, away, and pledge me 

\Shc drinks a UtUe. 

Sir Cau. A wife difcreet Lady, 111 warrant her ; my 
Lad^ would prodigally have look it off alL 

Sir Fiieb. Dear's its nown dear Fubs ; bufs again, bufs 

again, away, away— ods hobs, I long for Night 

look, look Sir Cautious, what an Eye's there I 

Sir Cau. Ay, fo there is. Brother, and a modeft Eye 
toa 

Sir Feeb. Adad, I love her more and more, Ralph — 
call old Su/an hither— Come Mr. Bearjtfty put the Glafs 
about. Ods bobs, when I |was a young Fellow, I would 

not let the youne Wenches look pale and wan 

but would roufe em, and toufe 'cm, and blowzc 'em, 
till I put a colour in their Cheeks, like an Apple John, 

affacks Nay, I can make a fhift (liU, and Pupfey 

fhall not be jealous. 

Enter Sufan, Sir Feeble whi/ptrs htr, Ike goes out. 

Lit. Indeed not I ; Sir. I Ihall be all Obedience. 

Sir Cau. A moR judicious Lady ; would my "Julia had 
a little of her Modclly ; but my Lady's a Wit. 
Etttcr Sufan, with a Box, 

Sir Ftfb. Look here my little Puskin, here's fine Play- 
things for its nown little Coxcomb— go— get you gone — 
get you gone, and off with Ihefc SL Marliii^ Trumfwry, 
thefe Play.houfe- Glafs Baubles, this Necklace, and thcfe 
Pendants, and all this falfe Ware ; ods bobs I'll have no 
Counterfeit Gecr about thee, not L See — thefe are right 
as the Blulhes on thy Checks, and thcfe as true as my 
Heart, GirL Go, put 'em on, and be fine. 

[Gives' 'em her. 

JUl. Believe me. Sir, I fhall not merit this kindnefs. 

&ii Feeb. Go to More of your Love, and lefs of 

your Ceremony— give the old Fool a hearty bufs, and pay 

him that way he ye little wanton Tit, I'll tteal up 

and catch ye and love ye — adod I will — gel yc gone 

get ye gone. 

Let. 
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Let. HeavenB what a naufcous thing is an old Matt 
lum'd Lover ! [Ex. Leticia and Diana. 

Sir Cau. How, Ileal up, Sir Feeble 1 hope not 

fo ; I hold it mofl indecent before the lawful hour. 

Sir Feeb. Lawful hour I why 1 hope all hours arc law- 
ful with a Man's own Wife. 
Sir Cau. But wife Men have rcfpeft to Times and Sea- 
Sir Feeb. Wife young Men, Sir Cautimts ; but wife 
old Men mull nick their Inclinations : for it is not aa 'twas 

wont to be, for it is not as 'twas wonl to be 

[Silking and Dancing. 
Enter Ralph. 
Ralph. Sir, here's a young Gentleman without wou'd 
fpeak with you. 

Sir Feeb. Hum 1 hope it is not thai fame Belmovr 

come to forbid the Banes if it be, he comes too 

late therefore bring me firil my long Sword, and 

then the Gentleman. [Exit Ralph. 

Bea, Pi^y Sir ufe mine, it is a travell'd Blade I can 
alTure you, Sir. 

Sir Feeb. I thank you, Sir. 
Enter Ralph and Belmour difeniid, gives him a Letter 
he reads. 

How my Nephew ! 

Francis Fainwoiid I [Embraces him. 

Bel. I am ^lad he has told me my Chriilian name. 

Sir Feeb. Sir Cautious, know my Nephew 'tis a 

young St. Omen Scholar but none of the Wit- 
Sir Cau. Marry, Sir, and the wifcr he ; for they got 
nothing b/t. 
Bea. Sir, I love and honour you, becaufe you arc a Tra- 

Sir Feeb. A very proper young Fellow, and as like 
old Frank Fain-wm^d A^ the Devil to the Colher ; but 
Francis, you are come into a very leud Town, Francis, 
for Whoring, and Plotting, and Roaring, and Drinking ; 
but you mull go to Church, Francis, and avoid ill Com* 
pany, or you may make damnable Havock in my Calh, 
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Sir Feeb. And you will not be proud, bat will be cora- 
macded by me, Fronds t 

Bel. I defire not to be favour'd as a Kinfman, Sir, but 
as your humblcfl Servant 

Sir Fitb. Why, thou'rt an honefl Fellow, Frauds, — 

and ihou'rt heartily welcome and 111 make Ihee 

fortunate. But come, Sir Cautious, let you and I take a 
turn ith' Garden, and get a right underilanding between 
your Nephew Mr. Btarkjl, and my Daughter Dye. 

Sir Cau. Prudently thought on. Sir, FU wait on you.— 
\Ex. Sir Feeble, and Sir Cautious. 

Bea. You are a Traveller, I underftand. 

Bel. I have feen a httle part of the whole World, Sir. 

Bea. So have I, Sir, I tbank my Stars, and have per- 
fomied mort of my Travels on Foot, Sir. 

Bel. You did not travel far then I prefume. Sir J 

Bea. No, Sir, it was for my divcrfion indeed ; but I 
afliire you, I travell'd into Irelatid a.-iaot., Sir, 

Bel. Sure Sir, you go by (hipping into Ireland} 

Bea. That's all one, Sir, I was Hill a~foot, ever walk- 
ing on the Deck. 

Bel. Was that your fartheH Travel, Sir ? 

Bea. Fartheft why that's the End of the World— 

and fure a Man can go no farther. 

Bel. Sure there can be nothing worth a Man's Curi- 
ofiW? 

Bert. No, Sir, I'll alTurc you, there are the Wonders 
of the World, Sir : ni hint you this one. There is a 
Harbour which fince the Creation was never capable of 
receiving a Lighter, yet by another Miracle the King of 
Frttnce was to ride there with a vaft Fleet of Ships, and 
to land a hundred thoufand Men. 

Bel. This is a fwinging Wonder but are there 

ftore of Mad-men there. Sir 1 

Bea, That's another Rarity to fee a Man run out of his 
Wits. 

Nat. Marry, Sir, the wifer they I fay. 

Bea. Pray Sir, what (lore of Miracles have you at St. 
Omen I Del. 



i 
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Bea. How, Sir? why that's impoffible. 

Bel. Thai was the Wonder, Sir, bccaufe 'twas impofli- 
bl& 

Nat. But 'twas a greater, Sir, that 'twas believed. 
Enltr L. Fulb. and Pert, Sir Can. and Sir Feeb. 

S\\ Feeb, Enough, Enough, Sir Cautious, we appre- 
hend one another. Mr. BcarjeJI, your Uncle here and I Have 
ftnick the Bargain, the Wench is yours with three thou- 1 
fand Pound prefent, and fomelhing more after Dcalb, 
which your Uncle likes well. 

Sea. Does he fo. Sir? I'm beholden to bim ; then 
'tis not a Pin matter whether I like or not. Sir. 

Sir Feeb. How, Sir, not like my Daughter Dye'i 

Bea. Oh Lord, Sir, die or live, 'tis all one for 

that, Sir, 111 iland to the Bargain my Uncle makes. 

Pert. Will you fo, Sir ? you'll nave very good tuck if 

Bea. Prithee, hold thy Peace, ny Lady's Woman. 
L. Fui. Sir, I beg your pardon for not waiting on you 
to Church- — -1 knew you wou'd be private. 
EnUr Lei.jSne in JeweU. 
Sir Feeb. You honour us coo highly now. Madam. 



you were refolved for Youth, Wit and Beauty. 

Sir Feeb. Ay, ay Madam, to the Comfort of many a 
hoping Coxcomb : but iJtte, — Rogue Lette — tbou wo't 
not make me Iree o'th' City a fecond lime, wo't thou 
entice the Rogues with the Twire and the wanton Leer — 
the amorous Simper that cries, come kifs mc — —then 

the pretty round Lips are pouted out he Rogue, how 

I long to be at 'em !— well, Ihe (hall never^o lo Church 
more, that Ihe Ihall not. 

L. FhI. How, Sir, not to Church, the chiefell Recre- 
ation of a City Lady 1 

Sir Feeb. Thaf s all one, Madam, that tricking and dref- 
(ing, and prinking and patching, is not your Devotion 
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to Heaven, but to the young Knaves that are lick'd and 
comb'd and are mincung you more than the Parfon — ^ 
ods bobs there are more Cuckolds deflin'd in the Church, 
than are made out of it 

Sir Cau, Ha, ha, ha, he tickles ye' i'faith, Ladies. 

\To his Lady. 

Bel, Not one chance look this way and yet 

I can forgive her lovely Eyes, 

Becaufe they look not pleas'd with all this Ceremony ; 

And yet methinks fome fympathy in Love 

Might this way glance their Beams 1 cannot hold 

Sir, is this fair Lady my Aunt ? 

Sir Feeb, Oh, Frcuicis \ Come hither, Francis, 
Lette^ here's a young Rogue has a mind to kifs thee. 

{Puts them together^ flu ftarts back, 

Nay dart not, he's my own Flem and Blood, 

My Nephew Baby look, look how the young 

Rogues flare at one another; like will to like, I fee 
that. 

Let, There's fomething in his Face fo like my Belmour^ 
it calls my Blufhes up, and leaves my Heart deifencdefs. 

Enter Ralph. 

Ralph, Sir, Dinner's on the Table. 

Sir Feeb. Come, come let's in then — Gendemen 

and Ladies, 

And fhare to day my Pleafures and Delight, 

But 

Adds bobs they mufl be all mine own at Night. 



ACT 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

Gayman'5 Lodging. 

EnUr Gayman in a Night-Capy and an old Campaign 
Coat tied about him, very melancholy, 

^y- f^ U R S E on my Birth I Curfe on my faithlefs 
\^^ Fortune ! 

Curfe on my Stars, and curfl be all ^but Love ! 

That dear, that charming Sin, tho t'have pull'd 

Innumerable Mifchiefs on my head, 

I have not, nor I cannot find Repentance for. 

No let me die defpis'd, upbraidea, poor : 

Let Fortune, Friends and all abandon me— — 

But let me hold thee, thou foft fmiling God, 

Qofe to my heart while Life continues there. 

Till the laft pantings of my vital Blood, 

Nay the lafl fpark of Life and Fire be Love's ! 

Enter Rag. 
— How now. Rag, what's a Clock ? 

Rag. My Belfy can inform you better than my Tongue. 

Gay. Why you gormandizing Vermin you, what have 
you done with the Three pence I gave you a fortnight ago. 

Rag. Alas, Sir, that's all gone long unce. 

Gay. You gutling Rafcal, you are enough to breed a 
Famme in a Land. I have known fome induflrious Foot- 
men, that have not only gotten their own Living, but a 
pretty LiveHhood for their Mailers too. 

Rag. Ay, till they came to the Gallows, Sir. 

Gay. Very well, Sirrah, they died in an honourable 
Calling — but hark ye Rag, — I have bufinefs, very eameil 
bufmefs abroad this Evening ; now were you a Rafcal of 
Docity, you wou'd invent a way to get home my laft 
Suit that was laid in Lavender — with the Appurtenances 
thereunto belonging, as Perriwig, Cravat, and fo forth. 

Rag 
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n the black Art then, 

jw I lalk of the 
; more with my 



Rag. Faith Matter, I muft deal ii 

for no human means will do't ant 

black Art, Mafter, try your Power o 
Landlady. 

Gay. Oh ! name her not, the thought on't turns my 
Stomach — a fight of her is a Vomit ; biit he's a bold Hero 
that dares venture on her for a kifs, and all beyond that 
(ure is Hell it felf— yet there's my lad, laft Refuge — and 
I miift to this Wedding — I know not what, hut fomelhing 
whifpers me, this Night I (hall be happy— and without 
yulia 'tis impoffible ! 

Rug. fulia, who's that ? my Lady Fulbanh, Sir ? 

Gay. Peace Sirrah and call a no — 

Pox on't come back and yet yes call 

my Ailfome Landlady. yExit. Rag. 

Sir Cautious knows me not by Name or Perfon. 
And I will lo this Wedding, I m fure of feeing yulia there. 
And what may come of that — but here's old Nafly com- 
ing. 
I linell her up ■■ -hah, my dear Landlady. 
Eittfr Rag and Landlady. 
Quite out of breath a Chair there for my Landlady. 

Rag. Here's ne'er a one, Sir. 

Land. More of your Money and lefs of your Civility, 
good Mr. Wajleall. 

Gay. Dear Landlady 

Land. Dear me no Dears, Sir, but let me have my 
Money — Eight Weeks Rent lad Friday ; befides Taverns, 
Aie-houfes, Chandlers, LandrelTes Scores, and ready Mo- 
ney out of my Purfe ; yoti know it, Sir. 

Guy. Ay, but your Husband don't ; fpeak foftly, 

Land. My Husband ! what do you think to fright me 
with my Husband ? — I'd have you to know I'm an honcfl 

W'omaji, and care not this for my Husband. Is this 

all the thanks I have for ray kindnels, for patching, bor- 
rwring and (hifting for you ; 'Vm.% but laft Week I pawn'd 
my bed Petticoat, as I hope to wear it again, it coll me 
fixand twenty (hillings befides Making; then this Morning 
my new Nor-aiick Mantua followed, and two polUe 
Spoons, I had the whole doien when you came Sift; but 
they 



An Aldemtan's Bargain, 



187 



they dropt, and dropi, till I had only Judas left for my 
Husband. 

Gay. Hear mc, good Landlady. 

Land. Then I've pail my word at the Ciorge Tavern, 
for forty Shillings for you, ten Shillings al my Neighbour 
Squabs for Ale, befides feven Shillings to Mother Suds for 
Wafhing ; and do you fob me off with my Husband ? 

Gay. Here, Rag, run and fetch her a Pint of Sack — 
there's no other way of quenching the Fire in her flabber 
Chops. \_Exit. Rag. 

' • — But my dear Landlady, have a little Patience. 

Land. Patience I I fcom your Words, Sir is this 

a place to truft in? tell mc of Patience, that ua'd to have 
my money before hand ; come, come, (>ay me quickly — 
or old Gregory Grimes houfe (hall be too hot 10 hold you. 

Gay. \s\ come to this, can I not be heard ? 

Land. No, Sir, you had good Clothes when you came 
firll, but they dwindled daily, till they dwindled to this 

old Campaign with tan'd coloured Lining— once 

red — but now all Colours of the Rain-bow, a Cloke to 
fculk in a Nights, and a pair of pifs-bum'd (hamray 
Breeches. Nay, your very Badge of Manhood's gone too. 

Gay. Mow, Lajidlady I nay then i'faith no wonder if 
you rail fo. 

Land. Your Silver Sword I mean — tranfmogrified to 

this two-handed Basket Hilt — thisold Sir Guy of If-'anoiat 

— which will fell for nothing but old Iron. In fine. 111 

have my Money,Sir, or, i'faith j4^a/iWIhall not Ihclter yon. 

Enter Rig. 

Gay. Well, Landlady — if we mufl part — let's drink at 
parting ; here Landlady, here's lo the Fool— diat Ihall love 
you better than I have done. [^igMng drinks, 

Ijtnd. Rot your Wine dy'c think to pacify me 

with Wine, Sir ? 

[She nfiifingto drinJb, lie koidi open her yaws, "Rag 
throws a Gla/s of Wine into her Mouth. 

What will you force me ? no — give me another 

Olafs, I fcom to be fo uncivil to be forced, my fervice 
lo you, Sir — ftiis (han't do, Sir. 

\She drinks, he embracing her/ings. 
Ah 
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Sitfun of 
erftood. 
\Wetp3. 



Ah Cloris, 'tis in vatn you /cold. 
Whilftyeur Eyes kittdU/HCk a Fire. 
Your Railing caMtiot make me eold. 
So fajl as they a warmth infpire. 

Land. Well, Sir, you have no reafon lo co 
my Eyes nor my Tongue neither, if rightly u 

Gay. 1 know you are the bell of Landladies, 

As fuch I drink your Health {Drinks. 

But to upbraid a Man in Tribulation fie tis not 

done like a Woman of Honour, a. Man (hat tovcs you 
too. [She drinks. 

Land I am a little hafly fometimcs, bul you know 
my good Nature. 

Gay. I do, and therefore trull my little wants with 
you. 
I {hall be rich again and then my dearell Landlady — 

Land. Wou'd this Wine might ne'er go thro me, if 
1 wou'd not go, as they fay, thro Fire and Water — by 
Dighi or by day for you. [She drinks. 

Gay. And as this is Wine I do believe ihec^He drinks. 

Land. Well -you have no money in your Pocket 

now. 111 warrant you here here's ten Shillings 

for you old Gregory knows not of. 

\Opens a great greafy Pur/e. 

Gay. I cannot in Confcience take it, gooa Faith 1 can- 
not,— -bcfides, the next Quarrel youll hit me in the Teeth 

Land. Nay pray no more of that ; forget it, foi^ 
it. I own Iwf- -- '-'--- <-■■■■" n... .1. 






—here. Sir, you ihall take 



with Money it 



Gay. Ay, but what fhou'd I do w 

thefe damn'd Breeches ' No put i' 

r abroad thus no 111 Hay at home, and lofe my 



bufmefs. 

Land. Why, i 
Suits? 

Gay. None — 



redeem one of your 




An Alderman's Bargain. i8g 

Zand. Die — mamf Heavens torbid^I would noi for 
the World — let me fee — hum — what does it lie for ? 

Ga^. Alas j dear Landlady a Sum — a Sum. 

land. WeU, fay no more, HI lay about me. 

Gay. By this kifs but you fhall n.ot — A£afiHda by this 
Light. 

Laud. Shall not I that's a good one i'faiih ; (hall you 
rule, or 1 t 

Gay. But (hou'd your Husband know it 1 

Land. Husband ^ marry come up, Husbands know 

Wives ferrets ? No fure, the World's not fo bad yet 

where do your things lie ? and for what I 

Cay. Five Pound equips me — Rag can conduft you — 
but I fay you (hall not go, I've fwom. 

Land. Meddle with your matters let me fee, the 

Caudle Cup that Moliy% Grandmother left her, will pawn 

for about that fum I'll fneak ii out- — - — ^wel^ Sir, 

you (hall have your things prefently trouble not your 

head, but expc^ me. V^'^- Landlady and Rae. 

Gay. Was ever man put to fuch beaflly (hifts ? S'death 
how (he ftunk — my fenfes are raoft luxurioufly regal'd — 

there's my perpetual Mufick too 

Knocking of Hammers on an Anvil. 
The ringing of Bells is an Afs to'l. 
Enter Rag. 

Rag. Sir there's one in a Coach below wou'd fpeak to 

Gay. With me, and in a Coach \ who can It be ? 

Rag. The Devil, 1 think, for he has a ftrangc Coun- 
tenance. 

Gay. The Devil ! (hew your felf a Rafcal of Pails, 
Sirrah, and wait on him up with Ceremony. 

Rag, Who, the Devil, Sir 1 

Gay- Ay, the Devil, Sir, if you mean to thrive. 

\Exit. Vis%. 

Who can this be but fee he comes to inform me 

withdraw. 

Enttr Bredwel drift likt a Devil. 

Bred. I come to bring you this 
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Cayman reads, 
Tj Eceive wMal Love and Forlune pre/enl you wiiti, 
r\. be graleful and be Jllent, or 't^ll ■uanijk like a 
Seam, and leave you ituire •wretched tkatt ii/ound You. 

[Adteu. 

hah [Gives kim a 6ag of Monty. 

Bred. Nay view it. Sir, tis aU fubftantial Gold. 

Gay. Now dare not 1 ask one civil queftion for fear it 

■vanifh all \Afide. 

But I may ask, how 'tis 1 ought to pay Tor this great 
Bounty. 

Bred. Sir, all the Pay is Secrecy 

Cay. And is this all that is required. Sir ? 

Bred. No, you're invited to the Shades below. 

Gay. Hum, Shades below ! 1 am not prepared for 

fuch a Journey, Sir. 

Bred. If you have Courage, Youth or Love, you'll 
follow me : 

When Nighfs black Curtain's drawn around the Worl^ 
And mortal Eyes are fafcly lockt in Hoep, 



Then I'll conduifl thee to the Banks of Blifs. 
Durfl thou not trull me f 

Gay. Yes fure, on fuch fubftantial fecurity. 

\Hugs the Bag. 

Bred. Jufl when Ihc Day is vanifti'd into Night, 
And only twinkling Stars inform the World, 
Near to the Comer of the filent Wall, 
In Fields oi Lincolrts-lttn, thy Spirit Ihall meet thee. 
— FarewcL ^Gaes out. 

Gay. Hum 1 am awake fure, and this is Gold I 



grafp. 



T could not fee this Devil's cloven Foot ; 

Nor am I fuch a Coxcomb to believe. 

But he was as fubftantial as bis Gold. 

Spirit^ Cbofts, Hobgoblins, Furies, Fiends and Devils, 



i 
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IVe often heard old Wives fright Fools and Children with, 
Which, once arriv'd lo common Senfe, they laugh at. 

No, I am for things portible and natura! ; 

Some Female Devil, old and damn'd to uglinefs. 
And paft all hopes of Courtlhip and Addrefs, 
Full of another Devil call'd Defire, 

Has feen this Face- — -this Shape this Youth, 

And thinks it's worth her hire. It mud be fo : 
I muft moil on in the damn'd dirty Road, 
And fure fueh Pay will make the Journey eafy j 



[Eiit. 



And/or tht price o/the dull drudging Night, 
Ail Day rifpurcha/enrwandfrejt Delight. 

S CE N E II. Sir FeebleV Houfe. 

Enter h&iciz, pur/u'ii iy Phillis. 

Pill. Why, Madam, do you leave the Garden, 
For this retreat to Melancholy 1 

Lei. Becaufe it futes my Fortune and my Humour; 
And even thy Prefencc wou'd afflifl me now. 

Pill. Madam, I was fenl after you ; my Lady Ful- 
iani has challei^d Sir Feedie at Bowls, and Jlakesa Ring 
of fifty Pound againft his new Chariot. 

Ltt. Tell himi wifli him Luck in everything. 

But in his Love to me 

Go tell him I am viewing of the Garden. [Ex. Phillis, 

Bleft be this kind Retreat, this 'lone Occafion, 

That lends a (hort Ceffation to mj- Torments, 
And gives me leave to vent my Sighs and Tears. \We*ps. 
Enter Behnour at a dijiance behind her. 

Bel. And doubly biell be all the Powers of Love, 
That gave me this dear Opportunity. 

Let. Where were you, all ye pitying Gods of Love ? 
That once fecm'd pleas'd at Belmour's. Flame and mine, 
And fmiling join'd our Hearts, our facred Vows, 
And fpread your Wings, and held your Torches high. 

Bel. Oh [She_^rts, attdpaufts. 

Let. Where were you now ? When this unequal Mar- 
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Qave me from all my Toys, gave me from Belmtur ; 
Your Wings were flagM, your Torches bent to Earth, 
And all your little Bonnets veil'd your Kyes ; 
You faw not, or were deaf and pitileTs. 

Bel. Oh my LeHcia ! 

Let. Hah, tis there again ; that very Voice was Bel- 

Where art thou. Oh Ibou lovely charming Shade ? 
For fure thou canft not take a Shape to fright me. 

What art thou ?— fpeak I 

\Nol looking behind her ytt for fear. 
Bel Thy conflant true Adorer, 
Who all this fatal Day has haunted thee 
To eafe his lortur'd Soul. \ Approaching her. 

Let. My Heart is well acquainted with that Voice, 
But Oh my Eyes dare not encounter thee. 

[Speaking witkftgm of fear. 
Bel. Is it becaufe thou'ft broken all thy Vows? 
— Take to thee Courage, and behold thy Slaughters. 
Let. Yes, tho the S^ht wou'd blaft me, I wou'd view it. 
\Tums. 

— Tis he~-'tis very Beimour ! or fo like ' 

J cannot doubt but thou defcrv'ft this Welcome. 

[Embraces him. 
Bel. Oh my Leticia I 

Let. I'm fure I grafp not Air ; thou art no Fantom ; 
Thy Arms return not empty to my Uofom, 
But meet a folid Treafure. 

Bel. A Treafxire thou fo eafily threw'ft away ; 
A Riddle fimple Love ne'er underOood. 

Let. Alas, I heard, my Belmour, thou wcrt dead. 
Bel. And was it thus you moum'd my Funeral J 
Let. I will not jollify my hated Crime : 
But Oh I remember I was poor and helplefs, 
And much redudd, and much impos'd upon. 

[Belmour weept. 
Bel. And Want compell'd thee to this wretched Mar- 
Marriage, fince my Belmour lives ; 
Adultery, 
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I was thy Wife before, wcrt thou deny me ( 

Bel. No, by thofe Powers ihai heard our mutual Vows, 
Thofe Vows that tie us faflcr than dull Priefts. 
Z*-/, But oh my Belmonr, thy fad Circumftanccs 
, Permit thee not to make a publick Cl^m: 
. Thou art profcribed, and diefl if thou art feen. 
Btl. Alas ! 

Let. Vet I wou'd wander »ilh thee o'er the World, 
|, And (hare thy humblell Fortune with thy Love. 

Bel. Is't poflible, Letida, thou wou'dft fly 
i To foreign Shores with me? 

Let. Can Belmonr doubt the Sou! he knows fo well T 
Bel. Perhaps in time the King may hud my Innocence, 
' and may extend his Mercy r 
Uean time I'li make provifion for our Flight 

Let. But how 'twiKt this and that can I defend my felf 
from the loath'd Arms of an impatient Dotard, that I may 
come a^tlefs Maid 10 thee) 

Bel. Thy native Modefly and my Induftry 
Shall well enough fecurc us. 
Feign your nice Virgin- Cautions all the day ; 
Then truft at night lo my Conduft to preferve thee. 
—And wilt ihou j^et be mine? Oh (wear a-new, 
Give me again thy Faith, thy Vows, ihy Soul ; 
For mine's fo fick with this Day's fatal Bufmefs, 
It needs a Cordial of that mighty flrength ; 

Swear fwear, fo as if thou break'ft 

Thou mayn be^any thing— but damn'd, Letida. 
Lit. Thus then, and hear me, Heaven I \KmeU. 

Bel. And thus I'U tiften to thee. \KtutU. 

Enter Sir Feeble, L. Fuibank, Sir Cautious. 
Sir Feeb. Leile, Letle, Lette, where are you little 
Rogue, LetU I 

—Hah— hum — what's here 

{Bei./«atelm her to his Bojom, as if Jke fainted. 
BtL Oh Heavens, (he's gone, (he's gone ! 

Sir Feeb. Gone whither is (he gone ? — it feems the 

had the Wit to take good Company with he r ' 

VThe Women tO to her, lake her up. 
Bel. She's gone to Heaven, Sir, (or ought I know. 
3-n Vol. in. I Sir Caw. 
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Sir Cau. She was rdblv'd to go in a young Fc'Uow's 
Anns, I fee. 

Sir Feeb. Go lo, Fraitas go to. 

L. Ful. Stand back. Sir, (he recovers. 

Bel. Alas, I found her dead upon the Floor, 
— Shou'd I have left her fo— — if I had known your 

Sir Feeb. Was it fo was it fo I Got fo, by 

no means, Francis. 

Let. Pardon him, Sir, for furely I had died, 
But for his timely coining. 

S\r F^ei. Alas, poor Pupfey, was it Tick look 

here — here's a fine thing to make it well again. Come 
bufs, and il fhall have it — oh how I long for Night 
Ralph, are the Fidlers ready? 

Ral. They are tuning in the Hall, Sir. 

Sir Feeb. That's well, they know my mind. I hate 
that fame twang, twang, twang, fum, fum, tweedle, 
tweedle, tweedle, then fcrue go the Pins, till a inan'a 
Teeth are on an edge ; then fnap, fays a bnall Gut, and 
there we are at a lofs again. 1 long to be in bed with a 
— hey tredodle, tredodle, tredodlc, — with a hey tredool, 

tredodle, tredo 

[Dancing ami playing oh his Stick like a Flute, 

Sir Cau. A prudent Man would refcrve himfelf 

Good-facks 1 daodd fo on my Wedding-day, that when 
I came lo Dcd, to my ihatne be it fpokcn, I fell faft 
aUcep, and flept till morning. 

L. Ful. Where was your Wifdora then. Sir Cautious ? 
But 1 know what a wife Woman ought to have done. 

Sir Feeb. Odsbobs that's Wormwood, that's Worm- 
wood — I Ihall have my young HulTey fel a*gog too ; Ihell 
hear there are better things m the World than Ihe has at 



Sir Cau. A wife Mai 
nin^s then, and GolTipings. 

Sir Feeb. Chriflnings and Gollipings ! why they are the 
very Schools that debauch our Wives, as Dancing-Schools 
do our Daughters. Sir Cau. 
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Sir Can. Ay, when the overjoy'd good Man invites 'em 
all againfl that time Twelve-month : Oh he's a dear Man, 

cries one 1 mufl marry, cries another, here's & Man 

indeed — my Husband — God help him 

S\i Feeb. Then he falls to tcllingof her Orievance, till 
{half maudlin) (he weeps again; Jufl my Condition, cries 
a third : fo the Frolick goes round, and we poor Cuc- 
kolds arc analomiz'd, and tum'd the right fide outwards ; 
adsbobs, we are, Sir Cautious. 

Sir Cau. Ay, ay, this Grievance ought to be redreft. 
Sir FeebU ; the grave and fober part o'th' Nation are 

hereby ridicul'd, 

Ay, and cuckolded too for oii^ht I know. 

L. Ful. Wife Men knowing this, Ihould not expofe 

their Inlimtities, by marrying us young Wenches ; who, 

without Inftruftion, find how we are impos'd upon. 

Enter Fiddles flaying, Mr. Jiearjeft and Diana dancing ; 

Bredwel, Noifey, &*f. 

L. Ful. So, Coulin, I fee you have found the way to 
Mrs. Dy^ Heart 

Bca. Who, I, my dear Lady Aunt ? I never knew 
but one way to a Woman's Heart, and thai road I have 
not yet travelled ; for my Uncle, who is a wife Man, fays 

Matrimony is a fort of a kind of a as it were, 

d'ye fee, of a Voyage, which every Man of Fortune is 
bound to make one time or other : and Madam— I am, 
as it were a bold Adventurer. 

DU And are you fure, Sir, you will venture on me ? 

Bear. Sure 1 thank you for that as if I could 

not believe my Uncle ; For in this ca.fe a young Heir has 
no more to do, but to come and fee, fettle, marry, and 
ufe you fcurvily. 

Di. How. Sir, fcurvily) 

Bear. Very fcurvily, that is to fay, be always fafhio- 
nably drunk, defpife the Tyranny of your Bed, and reign 

abfolutely keep a Seraglio of women, and let my 

Ballard IfTue inherit ; be feen once a Quarter, or fo, 
with you in the Park for Countenance, where we loU 
two feveral ways in the gilt Coach like Janus, or a 
Spread -Eagle. 

1 2 Di. 
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Di. And do you expeft I (hou'd be honefl the while 7 

Btar. Heaven forbid, not I, 1 have not met with that 
Wonder in all my Trarels. 

L. FhI. How. Sir, not no honcH Woman ? 

Bear. Except my Lady Aunl — Nay, as 1 am a Gentle- 
man and the firft of my Family you (hall pardon me, 

here— cuff me, cuff me foundly. \Kniels to her. 

Enter Gayman richly lire^. 

Gay. This Love's a damn'd bewitching thing Now 

tho 1 Ihould lofe my Afllgnatlon with my Devil, 1 can- 
not hold from feeing yulia to night : hah there, and 

with a Fop al her Feet,— Oh Vanity of Woman I 

{Softly pulls her. 

L. Ful. Oh Sir, you're welcome from Norlhampton- 
Jhire. 

Gay. Hum Turcly Ihe knows the Cheat \Afiik. 

L Ful. You iire fo gay, you fave mc. Sir, the laDour 
of asking if your Uncle be alive. 

Giij'. Pray Heaven flie have not found my Circum- 
Aances 1 [AJide. 

But if (he have, Confidence muft aflift me 

And, Madam, you're too gay for me to inquire 

Whether you are that 'Julia which I left you ? 

L. Ful. Oh, doubilcfs, Sir 

Crtx- But why the Devil do I ask Yes, you are ftUl 

the lame ; one of thofe hoiting Ladies, that love nothing 
like Fool and Fiddle; Crouds of Fops; had ralhcr be 
publickly, tho dully flattcr'd, than pnvately ador'd ; you 
love to pafs for the Wit of the Company, by talking all 
and loud. 

L. Ful. Rail on, till you have made me think my Vir- 
tue at fo low Ebb, it (hould fubmlc to you. 

Gay. What I'm not difcrcet enough ; 

111 babble at] in my next high Uebauch, 

Boa(l of your Favours, and defcribe your Charms 

To every wlthlng Fool. 

L. Ful. Or make moil filthy Verfcs of me 

Under the name of Claris you Phiiiinder, 

Who in leud Rhimes confefs the dear Appointment ; 
What Hour, and where, how filcnt was the Night, 

How 
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How full of Love your Eyes, and wif]iing mtne- 

Faith no ; if you can afford inc a Lcafe of your Love, 

Till Ute old Gentleman my Husband depart this wicked 

World, 

I'm for the Bai^aio. 

Sir Cau. Hum what's here, a young Spark at my 

Wife ? \poei about 'em. 

Gay. UnreaTonable "Julia, is that all, 
My Love, my Sufferings, and my Vows mull hope? 

Set me an Age fay when you will be kmd, 

And I will languiih out in flarving Wifti ; 

But thus to gape for Legacies of Love, 

Till Youth be pall Enjoyment, 

The Devil I will as foon farewd. \pffers lofgi. 

L. Ful. Stay, I conjure you (lay. 

Gay. And lofe my Allignation with my Devil. \Afide. 

Sir Cau. "Tis fo, ay, ay, 'tis fo— aad wife Men will 

perceive it ; 'tis here here in my forehead, it mare 

than buda ; it fprouts, it flourilhes. 

Sir Feeb. So, that young Gentleman has nettled bim, 
(lung him to tbequit^: I hope he'll chain her uji — the 

Gad- Bee's in his Quonundrum in Charity 111 relieve 

him Come my l^dy Fulbaitk, the Night grows old 

Qp>on our hands ; to dancing, to jiggitin g ■ Come, 

(hall 1 lead your Ladyfhip I 

L. Ful. No, Sir, you fee I am better provided-' 

\Takes Gaymavi' i Itand, 

Sir Cnu. Ay, no doubt on't, a Pos on him for a young 
handfome Dog. [TA^y dance all. 

Sir Feeb. Very well, very well, now die Poffet i and 
then ■ ■ - ods bobs, and then 

Di. And then well have t'other Dance. 

Sir Feeb. Away Girls, away, and fleal the Bride to Bed ; 
they have a deal to do upon their Wedding-nights ; and 
what with the tedious Ceremonies of drefling and undref- 
Cng, the fmutly Leftures of the Women, by way of In- 
iUuflion, and the little Stratagems of the young Wenches 
odds bobs, a Man's coien'd of half his Night : 

Come Gentlemen, one Bottle, and then weTl tofs the 

Stocking. [Exeunt ail but L. FuL Bred, -who are Idlli- 
iug, and Gayman. 

I 3 L Ful. 
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L, Fid. But doftthou think hell comet 

Bred. I do believe lb, Madam 

L. Ful. Be fure you contrive fo, he may not know whi- 
ther, or to whom he comes. 

Bred. I warrant you, Madam, for our Parts. 

[Exit BKdviei,yieaUiig omI Cayman. 

L. Ful. How now, what departing ? 

Gay. You are going to the Bride- Chamber. 

L. Ful, No matter, you fliaJl (lay 

Gay. I hate to have you in a Croud. 

L. Ful. Can you deny me will yon not give mc 

one lone hour {"th' Garden ? 

Gt». Where we Ihall only tantalise each other with 

dull kifljng', and pan wilh the fame Appetite wc met 

No, Madam ; befides, I have bufmefs 

L, Ful. Some AfTignation is it fo indeed 1 

Gay. Away, you cannot think me fuch a Traitor ; 'tis 
moll important buiinefs 

L. Ful. Oh 'tis too late for bufmefs — let to morrow 

Gay. By no means— the Gentleman is to go out of 
Town. 

L. Ful. Rife the earlier then 

Gay. — But, Madam, the Gentleman lies dangeroully — 
fick — and Ihould he die 

L. Ful. Tis not a dying Uncle, I hope, Sir ) 

Gay. Hum— 

L. Ful. The Gentleman a dying, and to go out of 
Town to morrow ? 

Gay. Ay — a — he goes — in a Litter — 'tis his Fancy 
Madam Change of Air may recover him. 

L. Fuul. So may jour change of Miflrefs do me, Sir — 
farewel. [Goet out. 

Gay. Stay fuUa — —Devil be damn'd — for you IhaJI 

tempt no more. III love and be undone but (he is 

gonL 

And if I (lay, the moll that 1 Ihall gain 
Is but a reconciling Look, or Kits. 
No, my kind Goblin — 

/ '// keep my Werd with tkte, as Ike leafl Evil ; 
A litnlalizing Woman's ■worfe thax Devil. 

ACT 
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ACT in. SCENE I. 

Sir Feeble'i Houfe. 

The Second Song before l/u Entry. 

A S O N G made by Mr. Cheek. 

^^A O more Lueinda, aA ! expofe no more 
i \] To the admiring World thofe conquering Charmt : 
In vain ail day unhappy Afen adore. 

What thi kind Night gives to my longing Armt. 
Their vain AtUmpts can ne' er fucc^sful firvve, 
Whiljl I/O well maintatn the fori of Love. 

Yet to the World with Jo bewitcktKg Arts, 
Your daasline Beauty you arouKd di/play. 

And triumph tn the Spoils of broken Hearts, 
That Jink deneath your feel, and croud your Way. 

Ah \ fuffer now your Cruelty to cea/e, 

And to afruitlefs War prefer a Peace. 

Enter Ralph with Light, Sir Feeble, and BelmDur/oii 

SirFeeb. Oo, fo, they're gone Corae, Frauds, you 

tj Ihall have the Honour of undieliling me for 
'■■'"" ' ' ;, Francis. 

el 
mg all the while. 



Sir Feci. But is the young Ro|,tic 
flie (loin to Bed J What Tricks the young Baggages have 
to.whet a man's Appetite ? 

Bel. Ay, Sir Pox on him he will rajfc my 

Anger up to Madncfs, and I Ihall kill him to prevent his 
going to Bed to her. [Afde. 



I 4 



Sir Fee6. 
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Sir Feeb. A pife of thofe Bandftrings— the more hafte 
the lefs fpeed. 

BtL Be it To in all things, I befeech thee, Vemu. 

Sir Feeb. Thy aid a little, Francis ob, oh 

thou choakft me, 'ababs, what doll mean ? 

{Pinches him by the Throat. 

B(l. Vou had fo hampei'd 'em, Sir the Devil's 

very mifchievoas in me. \AJidt. 

Sir Feeb. Come, come, quick, good Francis, adod 

I'm as yare as a Ha-wk at the young Wanton nimbly, 

^oAFrancis, untnifs, untnifs, 

Bel. Cramps feije ye wlwt fliall I do ? the near 

Approach dillrafls mc. \Afide. 

Sir Fceb. So, fo, my Breeches, good Francis. But 
well Francis, how doft think I got the young Jade my 
Wife? 

Bel, With five hundred pound a year Joinlure, Sir. 

Sir Feeb. No, that wou'd not do, the Baggie was 
damnably in love with a young Fellow they call Belinour, 
a handfome young Rafcai he was, they lay, that's tiuth 
on't ; and a pretty Ellate : but happening to kill a Man he 
was forced to fly. 

Bel. That was great pity. Sir. 

Sir Feed. Pity \ hang him^ Rogue, 'sbobs, and all the 
young Fellows in the Town deferve it ; we can never keep 
our Wives and Daughters honeft for rampant young Dogs ; 
and an old Fellow cannot put in amongll 'em, under be- 
ing undone, with Prefenting, and the Devil and alL But 

what doll think I did ? being damnably in love 1 

feign'd a Letter as from the Hague, wherein was a Rela- 
tion of this fame Belmout'% being hang'd. 

BeL Is't poffible. Sir, you cou'd devife fuch News ? 

Sir Feeb. Poffible Man ! I did it, I did it ; (he fwooncd 
Bt the News, (hut her felf up a whole Month in her Cham- 
ber J but 1 prefemed high : Ihe figh'd and wept, and fwore 
(he'd never marry : flill I prefented ; (he haled, loathed, 
fpit upon me ; ftill adod I prefented, till I prefented my 
felf cffeflually in Church to her : for ihe at lall wifely 
confidcred her Vows were cancell'd, fince Belmour m 
hang'd. 
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Bel. Faith, Sir. this was very cruel, to take away his 
Fame, and then his Midrefs. 

r Feeb. Cruel ! thou'rt an Afs, we are but even with 
' -tbe brisk Rogues, for they take away our Fame, cuckold 

i OS, and take away our Wives : fo, fo, my Cap, 

[ "•Francis. 

Bel. And do you think this Marriage lawful, Sir? 

Sir Feeb, Lawful ! it (hall be when I've had Livery and 

'fieiJlD of her Body and that (hall be prefently, Rogue 

.— quick befides, this Belmour dares u well 

be hang'd as come \nto Englatid. 

Bel. If he gets his Pardon, Sir 

Sir Freb. Pardon '. no, no, 1 have took care for that, 
:Jbr I have, you mull know, got his Pardon already. 
• Bel. How, Sir! got his Pardon, that's fomc amends 
Jlor robbing him of his Wife. 

Svi Feei. Hold, honeft Francis: What, doa think 
■ttwas in kindnefs to him ? No you Fool, I got his Par- 
I , ^n my felf, that no body elfe (hould have it. To that if 
^ -'he gets any body to fpeak to his MajeAy for it, his Ma- 
jelly cries he has granted it ; but for want of roy appear- 
ance, he's defuniil, truft up, hang'd, Francis. 
Bel. This is the moft excellent Revenge I ever heard of. 
Sir Feeb. Ay, I learnt it of a great Politician of our 

BeL But have you got his Pardon ? 

Sir Feeb. I've done't, I've done*! ; Pox on him, it 

coll tne five hundred pounds tho : Here 'lis, my Solicitor 

' brought it me this Evening. \Gii'es it him. 

Bel. This was a lucky hit and if it fcape me, let 

me be hang'd by a Trick indeed. [AJlde. 

Sir Feeb, So, put it into my CabLnet,^ — fafe, FraHcit, 
Cafe. 

Bel. Safe, III warrant you. Sir. 

Sic Feeb. My Gown, quick, quick, t'other Sleeve, 

Man — fo now my Night-cap ; well, I'll in, throw open 
my Down to fright away the Women, and jump into 
bei Arms. [Exit Sir Feeble. 

Bei. He'sgone, quickly oh Love infpire me ! 

I 5 Enter 
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Entera 

Foot. Sir, my MaOer, Sir Cantioui Fuliank, left his 
Watch on the little Parlor-Table to night, and bid me call 
fort. 

BtL Hah the Bridegroom has it, Sir, who is jud 

gone to Bed, it (hall be fcnt him in the Morning. 

Feet "Tit very well. Sir your Servant 

[Exii Footman. 
BeL Let me fee— here is the Watch, I took it up to 
keep for him— but hts fending has infpir'd me with a fiid- 
den Stratagem, that will do better than Force, (o fecure 
the poor trembling Letida — who, I am fure, is dying 
with her Fears. 

[Exit B elm our. 

SCENE citanges to the Bed-chamber ; Le- 
ticia undrejjing by the Women at tfie Table. 

Enter to them Sir Feeble Fainwou'd. 

^\tFeeb. What's hercJ what's here? the prating Wo 
men (till. Ods bobs, what not in Bed yet ? for fiiame of 
Love, Idtida. 

Let. For Ihame of Modefty, Sir ; you wou'd not hare 
me go to Bed before all this Company, 

Sir Feeb. What the Women ! why ihey muft fee you 
laid, 'tis the fafliion. 

Let. What, with a Man ) I wou'd not for the World. 
Oh Belnwur, where art thou with all thy promifed aid ? 

iA/idt. 

DL Nay, Madam, we (hou'd fee you laid indeed. 
Let. Firfl in my Grave, Diana. 

Sir Feeb. Ods bobs here's a Compafl amongft the Wo- 
men — High Treafon againll the Bridegroom— therefore 
Ladies, withdraw, or adod 111 lock you all in. 

[Throws open his Gown, ihey run ail away, iU 
loeki the Door. 
So, fo, now we're alone, Letia'a — off with this fooltOt 
ModeJly, and Night Gown, and (lide into my Ams. 

[She runs from him. 

H'e" 
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H'e* my LtUe Puskin what fly me, my coy Dafihnt, 

{He intr/ues her. Knockittg. 
Hah who's that knocks- -who's there ? • 

Bel. Tis I, Sir, 'tis I, open the door prefently. 

Sir F4eb. Why, what's the matter, is the Houfe o-fire ? 

BtL Worfe, Sir, worfe 

\H€ opens tht door, Behnour eaUrt viUk tfu 
Watch ill his hand. 

Let. Tis Belmoui'% Voice I 

Bel Oh, Sir, do you know this Watch ? 

Sir Feeb. This Watch 1 

Bel Ay, Sir, this Watch ? 

Sir Feeb. This Watch ! why prithee, why doft tdl 

me of a Watch ? 'tis Sir Cautious Fulbanie% Watch \ what 
then, what a Pox doil trouble me Watches ? 

\Offcrs to put him out, he returns. 

Bel 'Tis indeed his Watch, Sir, and by this Token he 
has fent for you, to come immediately to his Houfe, Sir. 

Sir^«*. What a Dei-il art mad, Fraticis'i or is his 
Worihip mad, or does he think me mad ? — go, prithee 
tell him I'll come to morrow. [Goes to put him oui. 

Bel To morrow, Sir ! why all our Throats may be 
cut before we go to him to morrow. 

Sir Fteb. What fayfl, thou, Throat cut ? 

Bfl. Why the City's up in Anns, Sir, and all the Al< 
dermen are met at Giiild-Hall • fome damnable Plot, Sir. 

SixFeeb. Hah Plot— the Aldermen met at Guild- 

Hall ! hum why let 'era meel, 111 not lofe this 

Night to fave the Nation. 

Let. Wou'd you to bed, Sir, when the weighty Afiairs 
of State require your Prcfence 1 

Sir i^w*.— Hum— met at Gnild-Hall ; my Qolhes, 

my Gown again, Francis, 111 out out ! what, upon 

my Wedding-night t No 111 in. 

[Putting on his Govjit pau/tHg, pulls it o_^ again. 

Let. For fhaoie, Sir, fliall the Reverend Councd of the 
Qty debate without you ? 

Sir Fteb. Ay, that^ true, that's true ; come tnifs again, 

Francis, truls again yet now 1 think on"!. Fronds, 

prithee run thee to the Hall,and tell 'em 'tis my Wed- 
ding- 



1^ 
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ding-night, d'ye fee, Frandi ; and let fome body give 
my Voice for 

Bal. What, Sir ? 

Sir Feeb. Adod I cannot tell ; up in Arms, fay you ! 
why, let 'em fight Dog, fight Bear ; mun, 111 to Bed — 

Let And (hall his Majcfty's Service and Safety lie un- 
regarded for a flight Woman, Sir? 

Sir Feeb. Hum, his Majelty I — come, haAe, Fraxcii, 
I'll away, and caU liatph, and die Footmen, and bid 'em 
arm; each Man Ihouldet bis Musket, and advance hia 

Pike and bring my Artilleiy Impliments quick 

and let's away: Pupfey bu'y I'upfey, 111 bring it 

a fine thing yet before Morning, it may be — let's away: 
I fhall grow fond, and forget the bufinefs of the Nation 

~ Come, follow me, frauds. 

[Exit Sir Feeble, Belmour mw to Leticia. 

Bel. Now my Leticia, if thou e'er didA love. 

If ever thou dcfign'ft to make n>c bleft 

Without delay fly this adulterous Bed. 

Sir Feei. Why, Francis, where are you. Knave? 

[Sir Feeb. •mithin. 

Bel I muft be gone, left he fufpefl us I'll bfe 

him, and return to thee immediately get thy felf 

ready. 

IM. I wiU not fail, my Love. [Exit Belmour. 

Old hfnn forgive nu — thou the Aggre£or art. 
Who rudely Jorc'd the Haitd viilkout the Heart, 
ShM ctmnolfrom the Paths of Honour fwe, 
Whtije Gutdeft Reiigion, and vihofe End ii Lave. 
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SCENE changes to a WaJJi-fioufe, or 
Oui-Nou/e. 

Enter with a Dark-lantiwrn Bredwel difgui^d like a De- 
vil, leading Gayman. 
Bred Stay here till I give notice of your coming. 

\Exit Bredwel, leaves his Dark-Lanthom. 

Cay. Kind Light, a little of your aid now mufl. I 

be peeping, tho my Curiofity fhould lofe me all hah 

Zouns, what here a Hovel or a Hog-fty) hum, 

lee the WickedneTs of Man, that 1 Hiould tiitd no lime to 
fwear in, but juft when I'm in the Devil's Clutches. 
Enter Pert, as an old Woman, with a Staff. 
Old W. Oood Even to you, fair Sir. 

Gay. Ha defend me I if this be (he, I mull rival 

the Devil, that's certain. 

Old W, Come young QeDtlemati, dare not you ven- 

Gay. He mull be as hot as Vcjuvius that does — I fliall 
never earn my Morning's Prefcnt, 

Old W. What, do you fear a longing Woman, Sir ? 
Gay. The Devil 1 do this is a damn'd Preparation 

Old W. Why (land you garing, Sir I A Womaa's Paf- 
&on is like the Tide, it (lays for no man when the hour 
is come — — — 

Gay. I'm forry I have took it at its turning ; I'm fure 
mine s ebbing out as fad. 

Old W. WIU you not fpeak, Sir~wiU you not on ? 

Cay. I wou'd lain ask — a civil Qiiedion or two firlL 

Old W. You know too much Curiofity loft Paradife. 

Gay. Why there's it now. 

Old W. Fortune and Love invite you, if you dare follow 
me. 

Gay, This is the (iril thing in Petticoats that ever dar'd 
me in vain. WTiere I but fure (he were but human now — 
for fundry ConfideratioDs (he might down— but I will 

on \Ske goes, he fallows ; bolk go out. 

SCENE, 
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SCENE, A Chamber in the Apartment of 

L. Fulbank. 



Enter Old Woman folhv/d by Gayman in the dark. 

[Soft Mufick plays Jt 
GTffX-""'~"Hah, Mufick and Excellent ! 

SONG. 



[Soft Mufick playSf /he leaves him. 

K- 



OHI Lovey thatflronger art than Wine^ 
P leafing Delufiofiy Witchery divine y 
Wont to be pn^d above all Wealthy 
Difeafe that has more Joys than Health : 
Tho we blafpheme thee in our Painy 
And of thy Tyranny compiainy 
We all are bettered by thy Reign, 

What Reafon never can beftoWy 
We to this u/eful Pajfion owe. 
Love wakes the dull from Jluggijh eafey 
And learns a Clown the Art to pieafe : 
Humbles the vainy kindles the cold. 
Makts Mifers freey and Cowards bold 
*Tis he reforms the Sot from Drinky 
And teaches cdry Fops to think. 

When full brute Appetite isfedy 
And choal^d the Glutton lieSy and dead ; 
Thou new Spirits dofl difpenfCy 
Andfn^fl the grofs Delights ofSenfey 
Virtues unconquerable Aidy 
That againfl Nature can perfuade ; 
Atid makes a roving Mind retire 
Within tJu Bounds of jufl Defire. 
Chearer ofAgey YoutKs kind Unrefty 
And half the Heaven of tJu blefl. 



Gay. 



An Alderman's Bargain. 207 

Gay. Ah, Julia^ Julia ! if this foft Preparation 
Were but to bring me to thy dear Embraces ; 
What different Motions wou'd furround my Soul, 
From what perplex it now ? 

Enter Nymp?ts and Shepherds y and da$tce* 

{Then two dance alone. All go out bat Pert a$id a 
Shepherd. 

If thele be Devils, they are obliging ones : 

I did not care if I ventured on that lall Female Fiend. 

Man fings. 

Ceafe your Wonder ^ cea/e your Gue/Sj 
Whence arrives your happinefs. 
Ceafe your Wonder y cea/e your Patn^ 
Human Fancy is in vain, 
Qiorus. *Tis enough, you onceflicUlfindy 

Fortune may to Worth be kind ; [gives him Gold. 
And Love can leave off being blind. 

Pert fmgs. 

YoUy before you enter here 

On this /cured Ring mu/i/wearj [Puts it on his 

By the Figure which is round. Finger, holds 

Your Pajjton con/lant af id profound \ his Hand. 

By the Adamantine Stone, 

To befixt to one alone : 

By the Lu/ire, which is true, 

N^er to break your f acred Vow. 

Laftly, by the Gold thafs tr/d. 

For Love all Dangers to abide. 

They all dance about him, while thofe fame two fing. 

Man. Once about him let us move. 

To confirm him true to Love. (bis. 

Pert. 
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Pert Twice with myJHck turning Feet, 
Mate him /dent and difcreet 

Man. Thrice about him let iu tread., 
To keep hint ever young in Bed. 



Gives liim another part 

Forget Anunta'i fraud Di/daiK ; 
Hafie h^e, and Jigh no more tH vain. 
The "Joy of Love tvithout the Pain. 
Thai God repents his former Sh'ghli, 
Arid Fortune thus your Faith requites. 



Forget Aminta'j proud Difdain j 
Then tajle, and Jigh no more in i 
The Joy of Love Tvithout the Pain, 
Theyayof. " " 



' of Love without titt Pain. 



himTelf. and feels about 



Cay. 'What the Devil can all this mean ? If there be a 

Woman in the Cafe — fure I have not liv'd fo bad a 

Life, to gain the dull Reputation of fo modell a Coxcomb, 
but that a Female might down with me, without all this 

Ceremony. Is il care of her Honour? that cannot 

be this Age affords none fo nice : Nor Fiend nor 

Goddefs can Ihe be, for thefe I faw were Mortal. No — 

'tis a Woman 1 am pofitive. Not young nor hand- 

fom, for then Vanity had made her glory to have been 

feen. No fince 'tis refolv'd, a Woman (he 

mull be old and ugly, and will not balk my Fancy with 
her figbt, but baits mc more with this efTcutial Beauty. 



i 
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SCENE in the fame Houje. The flat 

Scene of the Hall. 

After a Knocking^ enter Bredwel in his masking Habit ^ 
with his Vizard in the one Handy and a Light in 
father^ in hajle. 

Bred, Hah, knocking fo late at our Gate 

[opens the door. 

Enter Sir Feeble dre/l^ and amid Cap-a-pee^ with a 
broad Wajle-Beltjiuck round with Piftols^ a Helmet^ 
Scarf, Buff-coat attd half Pike, 

Sir Feeb, How now, how now, what's the matter 
here? 

Bred Matter, what is my Lady's innocent Intrigue 
found out ? — Heavens, Sir, what makes you here in mis 
warlike Equipage ? 

Sir Feeb, What makes you in this fhowing Equipage, Sir) 

Bred, I have been dancing among fome of my Friends. 

Sir Feeb, And I thought to have been fighting with 
fome of my Friends. Where's Sir Cautious^ Where's Sir 
Cautious ? 

Bred, Sir Cautious Sir^ in Bed. 

Sir Feeb, Call him, call hmi quickly good Ed- 
ward, 

Bred Sure my Lady's Frolick is betra/d, and he comes 
to make Mifchief. However, Til go and fecure Mr. 
Gayman, [Exit Bredwel. 

Enter Sir Cautious and Boy with Light, 

Dick, Pray, Sir, go to Bed, here's no Thieves ; all's 
ilill and well. 

Sir Cau, This lafl Night's misfortune of mine, Dicky 
has kept me waking, and methought all night, J heard a 
kind of a filent Noife. I am ftill afraid of Thieves ; 
mercy upon me to lofe five hundred Guineas at one clap, 

Dick, Hah blefs me! what's yonder? Blow the 

great Horn, Dick Thieves Murder, Murder ! 

Sir Feeb, Why, what a Pox are you mad ? 'Tis I, 'tis 
I, man. 

3~i4 Sir Cau, 
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Sir Cau. I, who am I \ Speak — 



•declare pro- 



Sir Feeb. Your Friend, old Feeble Fainwou'd. 

Sir Cau. How, Sir Feeble ! At tMs late hour, and a 

his Wedding-Night why what's the matter. Sir — 

is it Peace ar War with you ? 

Sir Feeb. A MiRake, a. Miftalce, proceed to the but 
nefs, good Brother, for time is precious. 

Sir Cau. Some firange Cataftrophe has happened be- 
tween him and his Wik: to Night, and makes him dlHurb 

me thus {A/idt. 

Come, Tit good Brother, and to the bufmefs as you 

{They /it erne at one end of the Table.Oe otktr at «lr 

other; Dick Jits Jo^H the Ught and goes out - * 

both Jit gaping and Jlaring, and expedling whtmi 

either ^^ouldjpeak. 

Sir Feeb. As loon as you pleaTe, Sir. Lord, how 

wildly he (lares I He's much dillurb'd id's miod— 

Well, Sir, let us be brief 

Sir Cau. As brief as you pleafe, Sir WeU, Brtt. 

ther {PaufingjaU^ 

Sir Feeb. So, Sir. 

Sir Cau. How ftrangely he ftares and gapes- 



Sir Fceb. Hum — 






Sir Cau. I liflen to you, advance 

Sir/-«A Sir) 

Sir Cau. A very diftradled Countenance pray Hear-, 

ven he be not mad, and a young Wife is able to make an 
old Fellow mad, that's the Truth on't. (AJidt. 

Sir Feeb. Sure, 'tis fomething of his Lady he s fi> i 

loth to bring it out — I am forry you are thus diAurb'd, Siiii 

Sir Cau. No difturbance to ferve a Friend 

Sir Feeb. I think I am your Friend indeed, Sir Catt> 
tious, or 1 tvou'd not have been here upon my Weddings 
Night. 

Sir Can. His Wedding- Night there lies his Gri«^J 

poor Heart ! Perhaps Ihe has cuckolded him already 
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—Well, come Brother^many fuch thin^ are done 

Sir Feeb, Done — hum — come, out with it ; Brother — 
what troubles you to Night ? 

Sir Cau. Troubles me — why, knows he I am robVd ? 

[Afide. 

Sir Feeb. I may perhaps reftore you to the Reft you've 
loft. 

Sir Cau, The Reft; why, have I loft more fince? 

Why know you then who did it 1 Oh how Pd be re- 

ven^d upon the Rafcal ? 

Sir Feeb. 'Tis Jealoufy, the old Worm that 

bites \A/uU. 

Who is it you ftifpe€l ? 

Sir Cau. Alas, I know not whom to fufpedl, I wou'd 

I did ; but if you cou'd difcover him 1 wou'd fo 

fwinge him. 

Sir Feeb, I know him what, do you take me for 

a Pimp, Sir? I know him there's your Watch again, 

Sir ; I'm your Friend, but no Pimp, Sir — {Ri/es in rage. 

Sir Cau» My Watch ; I thank you. Sir but wy 

Pimp, Sir ? 

Sir Feeb, Oh a very thriving Calling, Sir and I 

have a young Wife to pnuflife with. I know your 
Rogues. 

Sir Cau, A young Wife ! ^'tis fo, his Gentlewoman 

has been at Hot-Cockles without her Husband, and he's 
horn-mad upon't I fufpedled her being fo clofe in with 

his Nephew ^in a fit with a Pox {Afide,) Come, 

come. Sir Feeble^ 'tis many an honeft Man's Fortune. 

Sir Feeb, I grant it, Sir ^but to the bufinefs. Sir, I 

came for. 

Sir Cau, With all my Soul 

[They fit gapingy and expe^ng when eitlier flumld 
fpea%. Enter Bredwd and Cayman at the door* 
Bredwei/ees them, and puts Cayman bach again. 

Bred, Hah Sir Feeble, and Sir Cautious mere 

what ftiall I do ? For this way we muft pafs, and to carry 
him back wou'd difcover my Lady to him, betray all, and 

fpoil the Jeft ^retire, Sir, your Life depends upon 

your being unfeen. \Go out. 

Sir Feeb, 



ai2 The Lucky Chance; or^ 

Sir Feeb. Well^ Sir, do you not know that I am mar- 
riedj Sir ? and this my Wedding Night ? 

Sir Cau, Very good, Sir. 

Sir Feeb, And that I long to be in bed ? 

Sir Cau, Yery well, Sir. 

Sir Feeb, Very good, Sir, and very well. Sir— why 
then what the Devil do I make here. Sir ? (Rifees in a rage. 

Sir C(m, Patience, Brother and forward. 

Sir Feeb, Forward ! lend me your hand, good Brother ; 
let's feel your Pulfe : how has this Night gone with you f 

Sir Cau, Ha, ha, ha — this is the oddefl Quonudrum — 
fure he's mad — and yet now I think on't, I have not flept 
to night, nor (hall I ever fleep again, till I have found 
the Villain that robb'd me. {weeps. 

Sir Feeb, So, now he weeps — far gone ^this Laugh- 
ing and Weeping is a very bad fign ! Come, let me lead 
you to your Bed. \Afide. 

Sir Cred, Mad, (lark mad — no, now I'm up *tis no 

matter pray eafe your troubled Mind 1 am your 

Friend out with it what, was it a^ed? or but 

dedgn'd ? 

Sir Feeb, How, Sir ? 

Sir Cau, Be not afham'd, Fm under the fame Pre- 
munire I doubt, little better than a but let that pads. 

Sir Feeb, Have you any Proof ? 

Sir Cau, Proof of what, good Sir ? 

Sir Feeb, Of what ! why that you're a Cuckold ; Sir a 
Cuckold, if you'll ha't. 

Sir Cau, Cuckold ! Sir, do ye know what ye (ay ? 

Sir Feeb, What I fay ? 

Sir Cau, Ay, what you fay, can you make this out? 

Sir Feeb, 1 make it out ! 

Sir Cau. Ay, Sir, if you fay it, and cannot make 

it out, you're a 

Sir Feeb, What am I, Sir ? What am I ? 

Sir Cau. A Cuckold as well as my felf, Sir ; and 111 fue 
you for Scandaltim Afas^natum ; 1 Ihall recover fwinging 
Damages with a City- Jury. 

Sir Feeb. 1 know of no fuch thing, Sir. 

Sir Cau, No, Sir ? 

Sir Feeb, 
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Sir Feeb, No, Sir. 

Sir Cau. Then what wou'd you be at, Sir ? 

Sir Feeb. I be at, Sir ! what wou'd you be at, Sir ? 

Sir Cau. Ha, ha, ha — why this is the ftrangeft thing — 
to fee an old Fellow, a Magiftrate of the City, the nrft 
Night he's married, forfake his Bride and Bed, and come 
arm'd Cap-a-pee, like Gargantua, to difturb another old 
Fellow, and banter him with a Tale of a Tub ; and all to 

be-cuckold him here in plain Englijh^ what's your 

Bufmefs ? 

Sir Feeb, Why, what the Devil's your Bufinefs, and 
you go to that ? 

Sir Cau, My Bufinefs, with whom ? 

Sir Feeb, With me. Sir, with me ; what a Pox do you 
think I do here ? 

Sir Cau, 'Tis that I wou'd be glad to know. Sir. 

Enter Dick. 

Sir Feeb, Here, Dick^ remember I've brought back jrour 
Mailer's Watch ; next time he fends for me o'er Night, 
m come to him in the Morning. 

Sir Cau, Ha, ha, ha, I fend for you ! Go home and 

fleep Sir and and ye keep your Wife waking to fo 

little purpofe, you'll go near to be haunted with a VMon 
of Horn. 

Sir Feeb, Roguery, Knavery, to keep me from my 
Wife — Look ye, this was the MefTage I receiv'd. 

\Tell5 him feemingly. 
Enter Bredwel to the Door in a white Sheet like a Gnq/fly 
/Peaking to Gayman whojlands within. 

Bred, Now, Sir, we are two to two, for this way you 

muft pafs or be taken in the Lady's Lodgings I'll 

firil adventure out to make you ps^s the lafer, and that 
he may not, if pofllble, foe Sir Cautious^ whom I fhall 
fright into a Trance, I am fure. 
And Sir Feeble, the Devil's in't if he know him. [Afide, 

Gay, A brave kind Fellow this. 

Enter Bredwel Jlalking on as a Ghoft by them. 

Sir Cau, Oh — undone, undone ; help help ; I'm dead, 
I'm dead. [falls down on his Face^ Sir Feeble 

Jiares^ and ftands JHU, 

Bred 



214 T^ie LucKv Chance; or. 



Brtd. As I could with. 



iAfidc. 



Come on thou ghaflly thing, and follow mc 

Enter Cayman like a Chojlf v/itk a Tmrck, 

Sir Cru. Oh Lord, oh Lord ! 

Gay. Hah ! old Sir Feeble Fitiifuiot>d—'nh.y where the 

Devil am I ? "Tis he : and be it where it will, 

111 fright the old Dotard for cozening my Friend of his 
Minrefs. [Stalks an. 

Sir Feei. Oh guard me, guard me — all ye Pow'rs ! 

[TremtliMg^ 

Gay. Thou call'ft in vain, fond Wretch— for I am 
Belmour, 

Whomfirjl thou roblf/l of Fame and Life, 
And then tukat dearer •was, hit Wife. 

[Gaes oui,fkaking kit Torch at kirn. 

Sir Cau. Oh Lord oh Lord ! 

Enter L. Fulbank in an nndrefs, and Pert undre/l. 

L. FuL Heavens, what ooife is this ? So he's got 

fafe out I fee hah, what thing art thou f 

[Sees Sir Feeble arvid. 
Sir Feeb. Stay, Madam, ftay— "Us I, a poor trembling 
Mortal 

L Ful. Sir Feeble Fmnwotid ! rife, are you both 

Sir Cau- No, no, — Madam, we have feen the DeviL 

Sir Fetb. Ay, and he was as tall as the Monument. 

Sir Cau. With Eyes like a Beacon — and a Mouth, Hea- 
ven blefs us, like LondoH Bridge at a full Tide. 

Sir Feeb. Ay, and roar'd as loud. 

L. Fnl. Idle Fancies, what makes jou from your Bed? 
and you, Sir, from your Bride ? 

Enter Dick ■with Sack. 

Sir Feeb. Oh ! that's the bufinefs of another day, a 
miftake only, Madam. 

L. Ful. Kvia.'j, I'm afham'd to fee wife Men fo weak ; 
the Fantoms of the Night, or your own Shadows, the 
Whimfeys of the Brain for want of Reft, or perhaps Bred- 
wel, your Man — who being wifer than his Mafter, play'd 
you this Trick to fright you both to Bed. 

Sir Feeb. 



An Alderman's Bargain. 215 

Sir Feeb. Hum — ^adod, and that may be, for the young 
Knave when he let me in to Night, was dreft up for 
fome Waggery 

Sir Cau. Ha, ha, ha, 'twas even fo, fure enough, 
Brother 

Sir Feeb, Ads bobs, but they frighted me at firft bafely 
— ^but 111 home to Pupfey, there may be Roguery, as 
well as here— Madam, I ask your Pardon, I fee we're 
all miflaken. 

L. FuL Ay, Sir Feeble^ go home to your Wife. 

[Ex,/everalfy* 

SCENE, The Street. 

Enter Belmour ai the door^ knocks, and enter to him from 

the Hauje Phillis. 

PhU, Oh are you come. Sir \ 111 call my Lady down. 

BiL Oh hade, the Minutes fly— leave aU behind, 
And bring Lctida only to my Arms. \^A noife of People. 

Hah what noife is that ? 'Tis coming this way, 

I tremble with my fears — hah, Death and the Devil, 
Tishe. 

Enter Sir Feeble and his Men amidy goes to the door^ 

knocks. 

Ay, 'tis he, and I'm undone what (hall I do to kill 

him now ? befides, the Sin wou'd put me pafl all hopes of 
pardoning. 

Sir Feeb. A damn'd Rogue to deceive me thus.— 

Bel Hah— fee, by Heaven Leticia^ Oh we are ruined ! 

Sir Feeb. Hum — what's here^ two Women ? 

[Stands a little off. 

Enter Leticia and Phillisy^^^f/K, undrefl^ with a Box. 

Let. Where are you, my belt Wifhes f Lord of my 
Vows — ^and Charmer of my Soul ? Where are you ? 

BeL Oh, Heavens ! — [Draws his Sword half-way. 

Sir Feeb. Hum, who's here? My Gentlewoman r- 

■ (he's monfbrous kind of the fudden. But whom 
is't meant to? [AJide. 

Let. Give me your hand, my Love, my Life, my All 
— Alas ! where are you ? 

Sir Feeb. 
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Sir Fteb. Hum — no, no, this is not to mc 1 am 

jilted, cozen'd, cuckolded, and fu forth. — 

[Groping. Ike takes Hold of Sir Feeb. 

Zrf. Oh, are you here ) indeed you frighted me with 
your filence— here, take thefe Jewels, and let us hafle 

Sir Ffeb. Hum — are you thereabouts, Millrefs 1 was 1 
lent away with a Sham-FIot for this ! — She cannot mean 
it to me. \Afide. 

Let. Will you not fpeak? will you not anfwer met 

— do you repent already I — before EnjojTnent are you 
cold and falfe 1 

2^T Feeb. Hum, before Enjovment — that mud be me. 
Before Injoyment— Ay, ay, 'tis 1— I fee a little Prolong- 
ing a Woman's Joy, fets an Edge upon her Appetite. 

IMerrily. 

Let. What means my Dear I IhaU we not hallc away ? 

Six Feeb. Hafte away! there 'tis again — No — 'tis not 
me fhe means '. what, at your Tricks and Intrigues al- 
ready ? — Yea, yes, I am deilin'd a Cuckold — 

Lei. Say, am I not your Wifel can you deny rae 1 

Sir Feeb. Wife ! adod 'tis I Ihe means 'tis I {he 

means— [Aferrily. 

Let. Oh Belmour, Belmour. 

{Sir Feeb./iirtr biKkJrom her hands. 

Sir Feeb. Hum— wbaf s that — Belmour 1 

Let. Hah ! Sir Fee6U\—ht would not, Sir, have us*!! 
me thus unkindly. 

&\t Feeb. Oh — I'm glad 'tis no woife — Belmour quoth 
a ! I thought the Ghoft was come again. 

Phil. Why did you not fpeak. Sir, all this while t— 
my Lady weeps with your Unkindnefs. 

Sir Feeb. I did but hold my peace, to hear how prettily 
(he prattled Love : But fags you are naught to think of a 
young Fellow — ads bobs you are now. 

Let. I oidy fay — he wou'd not have been fo unkind to 
mc. 

It this hour, and with 
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PML Alas, Sir, we thought the City was in Arms, and 
packt up our things to fccure *em, if there had been a ne- 
ceflity for Flight For had they come to plundering once, 
they wou'd have begun with the rich Aldermens Wives, 
you know, Sir. 

Sir Feeb, Ads bobs, and fo they would but there 

was no Arms, nor Mutiny — Where's Francis ? 

BeL Here Sir. 

Sir Feeb, Here, Sir — why, what a (lory you made of a 

Meeting in the Hall, and — Arms, and a the 

Devil of any thing was ftirring, but a couple of old Fools, 
that fat gaping and waiting for one another's buflnefs 

BeL Such a Meffage was brought me, Sir. 

Sir Feeb, Brought ! thou'rt an Afs, Francis ^but 

no more come, come, let's to bed. 

Let To Bed, Sir ! what by Day-light ? for thaf s 

hailing on 1 wou'd not for the World — the Night 

wou'd hide my Blufhes but the Day — wou'd let 

me fee my felf in your Embraces. 

Sir Feeb, Embraces, in a Fiddleflick ; why are we not 
married? 

Let 'Tis true. Sir, and Time will make me more 
familiar with you, but yet my Virgin Modefly forbids it 
111 to Diands Chamber, the Night will come again. 

Sir Feeb, For once you (hall prevail ; and this damn'd 

Jant has pretty well mortified me : a Pox of your 

Mutiny, Francis, Come, I'll condufl thee to Diana^ 

and lock thee in, that I may have thee fafe. Rogue. 

Will give young Wenches leave to whine and blujhy 
And fly thofe Blejfmgs which — cuils bobs they wi/h. 



Vol. III. ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Sir Feeble'^ Houfe. 

Enter Lady Fulbank, Q^yxsasi fine ^ gently ptUUng her hack 
by the hand \ and Ral^ meets *em. 

JL FuL T T ow now, Ralph Let your Lady know 

X A ^ ^™ come to wait on her. \Exit. Ralph. 

Gay. Oh why this needlefs Vifit 

Your Husband's fafe, at lead till Evening fafe. 

Why will you not go back, 

Ana give me one foft hour, tho to torment me ? 

L. FuL You are at leifure now, I thank you, Sir. 
Lad Night when I with all Love's Rhetorick pleaded. 
And Heaven knows what lafl Night might have produced. 
You were engag'd ! Falfe Man, I do beheve it, 
And I am fatisned you love me not 

\Walks away in /corn. 

Gay, Not love you ! 
Why do I wafle my Youth in vain jpurfuit, 
Negledling Intereft, and defpifmg Power ? 
Unheeding and defpifmg other Beauties. 
Why at your feet are all my Fortunes laid. 
Ana why does all my Fate depend on you ? 

L. FuL 111 not confider why you play the Fool, 
Prefent me Rings and Bracelets ; why purfue me ; 
Why watch whole Nights before my fenfelefs Door, 
And take fuch Pains to fhew your felf a Coxcomb. 

Gay, Oh ! why all this ? 
By aU the Powers above, by this dear Hand, 
And by this Ring, which on this Hand I place. 
On which I've fwom Fidelity to Love ; 
I never had a Wifh or foft Defire 
To any other Woman, 
Since yulia fwa/d the Empire of my Soul. 

L. FuL 
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L. FaL Hah, my own Ring I gave him Ufl nighL 

Your Jewel, Sir, is rich : 

"Why do you part with things of fo much value, 
So ealily, and fa frequently ? 

Ciy. To ftrengthen the weak Arguments of Love. 

L. Fui. And leave your felf undone i 

Cay. Impoflible, if I am bleft with Julia. 

L. Ful. Love's a thin diet, nor will keep out Cold. 
You caimot fatisfy your dunning Taylor, 

To cry 1 am in Love ! 

Tho poflible you may yout Semnrefs. 

Gay. Does ought about mc fpeak fuch Poverty f 

L. Ful. I am forty that it does not, fmce to maintain 
this Gallantry, 'tis faid you ufe bafc means, below a Gen- 
deman. 

Gay. Who dares but to imagine it is a Rafcal, a Slave, 
Tidow a beating what means my yulia f 

L. Ful, No more dilTembling, I know your Land is 

jone 1 know each Circumilance of all your Wants ; 

Sierefore as e'er you hope that 1 Ihould love you ever, 

tell me where 'twas you got this Jewel, Sir. 

Gay. Hah— I hope 'tis not ftol'n Goods ; [A/iiie. 

Why on [he fudden all this nice examining 1 

L. Ful. You trifle with me, and III plead no more. 

Gay. Stay why 1 bought it. Madam 

L. Ful. Where had you Money, Sir f You fee I am no 
Stranger to your Poverty. 

Gay. This is ftiangc perhaps it is a fecret. 

L. Ful. So is my Love, which fliaJl be kept from you. 
Wffinlego. 

Gay. Stay, 7uUa — your Will (hat! be obey'd, [Sighing. 
Tho I had rather die than be obedient, 
Becaufe 1 know youll hate me when 'tis told. 

L. Ful. By all my Vows, let it he what it will, 
It ne'er ihall alter me from loving you. 

Cay. I have — of late — been templed 

With Prefents, Jewels, and large Simis of Cold. 

L. Ful. Tempted I by whom ? 

Gay. The Devil, for ought I know. 

K 3 L. Ful. 
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I_ Ful. Defend me Heaven I the Devil? 
I hope you have nol tn.idc 3 Contra^ with him. 

Gay. No, tho in the Shape of Woman it appcar'A 

•L-Ful. Where met ynu with it f 

Gay. ByMagiek Art I was conduced— I know not how, 
To an inchanied Palace in the Qouds, 

Where I was fo attended — 

Young dancing, finging Fiends Innumerable. 

L. Ful. Imagination all ! 

Gay. But for the amorous Devil, the tAA. Proferpine. — 

L. Ful. Ay, (he what faid (he 1 

Gay. Not a word : Heaven be prais'd, (he was a filent 

Devil but (he was laid in a Pavilion, all form'd of 

gilded Clouds, which himg by Geometry, whither 1 was 
conveyed, after much Ceremony, and laid in Bed with 
her ; where with much ado, and trembling with my 
Fears — I forc'd my Arms about her. 

L. Ful. And fure that undeeeiv'd him. [/^/fifc. 

Gay. But foch a Carcafe 'twas — deliver me — lo Ihri- 

vel'd, lean, and rough a Canvafs Bag of wooden 

Ladies were a belter Bed-fellow. 

'L. Ful. Now tho I know that nothing is more diflant 
than I from fueh a Monfter — yet this angers me. 
Death ! cou'd you love me, and fubmit to this i 

Gay. 'Twas that firft drew me in 

The tempting Hope of Means to conqueryou, 

Wou'd put mc upon any dangerous Enterpriie i 

Were I the Lord of all the Univcrfe, 

I am To foft in Love, 

For one dear Night to clafp you in my Arms, 

I'd iavifh alt that World then die with Joy. 

L. ful. 'Slife, after all to feem deform'd, old, ugly — 

liValkinginaJret. 

Gay. I knew you would be angry when you heard it, 

\He purfuts her in a/ubmiffivtpoflurt. 
Enter Sir Cautious, Bearjeft, Noifcy and Bredwel. 

Sir Cau. How, what's here ?— my Lady with the 

Spark that courted her laft Night ? hum — with her 

again fo foon ? — Well, this Impudence and Importunity 
undoes more City- Wives than all their unmerci^ Finery. 
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Gay, But, Madam- 



L. FuL Oh here's my Husband— you'd befl tell him 
your Story — what makes him here fo loon ? — [Angry* 

Sir Cau, Me his Story! I hope he will not tell me 
he'as a mind to cuckold me. 

Gay, A Devil on him, what fhall I fay to him ? 

L. jFuI. What, fo excellent at Intrigues, and fo dull at 
an Excufe ? [Afide, 

Gay. Yes, Madam, I fhall tell him 

Enter Beimour. 

L. FuL — Is my Lady at leifure for a Vifit, Sir ? 

BeL Always to receive your Ladyfhip. [She goes out 

Sir Cau, With me, Sir, wou*d you fpeak ? 

Gay, With you, Sir, if your name be Fulbank, 

Sir Cau, Plain Fulbank \ methinks you might have 
had a Sirreverence imder your Girdle, Sir; I am honoured 
with another Title, Sir — \Goes talking to the, reft. 

Gay, With many, Sir, that very weU becomes you 

{Pulls him a Itttle q/lde. 
IVe fomething to deliver to your Ear. 

Sir Cau, So, 111 be hang'd if he do not tell me^ I'm a 
Cuckold now : I fee it in his Eyes. My Ear, Sur ! I'd 
have you to know I fcom any man's fecrets, Sir; — ^for 
ought I know you may whifper Treafon to me, Sir. Pox 
on him, how handfom he is, I hate the fight of the young 
Stallion. \Afide, 

Gay, I wou'd not be fo uncivil, Sir, before all this 
Company. 

Sir Cau, Uncivil ! — Ay, ay, 'tis fo, he cannot be con- 
tent to cuckold, but he mud tell me fo too. 

Gay, But fmce you will have it, Sir — you are — a Raf- 
cal — a mofl notorious Villain, Sir, d'ye hear — 

Sir Cau, Yes, yes, I do hear — and am glad 'tis no 
worfe, {Laughing, 

Gay, Griping as Hell — and as infatiable worl? than 

a Brokering Jew, not all the Twelve Tribes harbour fuch 
a damn*d Extortioner. 

Sir Cau, Pray under favour, Sir, who are you ? 

{Pulling off his Hat. 

Gay, One whom thou haft undone 

K 3 Sir Cau, 
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Sir Cau. Hum — I'm glad of ihat however. 

\AfiiUfmiling. 
Gay. Racking me up to a (larving Want and Mifery, 
Then took advantages to ruin me. 

Sir Cau. So, and he'd revenge it on my Wife 

{Afide/miling. 
Cay. Do not you know one Wafitall, Sir ) 

Entir Ralph wUk Wine, fits it on a TatU. 

Sir Cau. WalUalt ha, ha, ha, if you are any 

Friend to that poor Fellow- — ^you may return and teU 
him, Sir, — d'ye near — that the Mortgage of two hundred 

Kund a Year is this day out, and I'll not bait hira an 
ur. Sir,— ha, ha, ha— what, do you think to heflor 
civil Magiftratcs ? 

Guy. Very well, Bir, and is this your Confcicncc ? 

Sir Cau. Confcience 1 what do you tell me of Con- 

fcience ? Why, what a noife is hert -as if the undoing 

a young Heir were fuch a Wonder ; ods fo I've undone 
a hundred without half this ado. 

Gay. 1 do believe thee — and am come to tell you — 
111 be none of that Number^for this Minute I'll go and 

redeem it and free my felf from tlie Hell of your 

Indentures. 

Sir Cffl*. How, redeem it ! fure the Devil muft help 

him then. — Stay, Sir (lay Lord, Sir, what need 

you put your felJf to that trouble I your Land is in fafe 
hands, Sir ; come, come, fit down— and let us take a 
Glafs of Wine together, Sir 

BeL Sir, my fervicc to you. [Dririis lo kim. 

Gay. Your Servant, Sir. Wou'd I cou'd come to 
fpcak to Belmour, which I dare not do in publick, left 
I betray him. I long to be rtfolv'd where 'twas Sir Fte- 

bU was lafl night if it were he by which 1 

might find out my invifible Miflrcfs. 

lioi. Noble Mr. Waftioil 

[Salutes kim,/o dees BearjeiL 



Bet. Win you pleafe to fit. Sir ? 
Gay. I have a UtUe l '^ ' "" 



1 you — your Servant, 



lir— but anon IT! » 
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Sir Can. Do you know this WaJleaU^ Sir ? 

\To Noifey. 

Noi. Know him, Sir ! av, too wdl — 

Bear, The World's weQ mended with him, Captain, 
flnce I lofl my Money to him and you at the George in 
White-Fryers, 

Not, Ay, poor Fellow he's fometimes up, and 

fometimes down, as the Dice favour him— — 

Bear, Faith and that's pity ; but how he came fo fine 
o'th' fudden ? Twas but laft week he borrowed eighteen 
pence of me on his Wafle-Belt to pay lus Dinner at an 
Ordinary. 

Bel, Were you fo cruel, Sir, to take it ? 

Noi. We are not all one Man's Children ; faith, Sir, 
we are here to day, and gone to morrow 

Sir Cau, I fay 'twas done like a wife Man, Sir ; but 
under favour, Gentlemen, this Wafteall is a R^cal 

Noi, A very Rafcal, Sir, and a mod dangerous Fellow 
— ^he cullies in your Prentices and Cafhierstoplay — ^which 
ruins fo many o'th' young Fry i'th' City — 

Sir Cau, Hum — does he fo — d'ye hear that, Edward% 

Noi. Then he keeps a private Prefs, and prints your 
AmJUrdam and Ley den Libels. 

Sir Cau, Ay, and makes 'em too, I'll warrant him; 
a dangerous Fellow 

Noi, Sometimes he begs for a lame Soldier with ' a 
wooden Leg. 

Bear, Sometimes, as a blind Man, fells Switches in 
New-Market Road. 

Noi, At other times he runs the Country like a Gipfey 

tells Fortunes and robs Hedges, when he's out w 

Linen. 

Sir Cau, Tells Fortunes too ! — nay, I thought he dealt 
wiUi the Devil — ^Well, Gentlemen, you are all wide o' 

this Matter for to tell you the Truth he deals with 

the Devil, Gentlemen— otherwife he could never have 
redeem'd his Land. 

Bell, How, Sir, the DevU ! 

Sir Cau, I fay the Devil: Heaven blefs every wife 
Man from the DeviL 

K 4 Bear. 
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Bear. The DeviL Ota ! there's no fuch Animal in Na- 
ture : I rather think he pads. 

NoL Oh Sir, he has not Courage for that but he's 

an admifable Fellow at your Lock. 

Sir Cau. Lock ! my Study-Lock was pickl — I b^in 
to fufpeifl him 

Bear. I faw him once open a Lock with the Bone of a 
Breafl of Mutton, and Break an Iron Bar afunder with 
the Eye of a Needle. 

Sir Cau. Prodigious ! well I fay the Devil AilL 

Enter Sir Feeble. 

Sir Fetb. Who's this talks of the Devil ?— a Pox of the 
DevU, 
I fay, this lall night's Devil has To haunted me 

Sir Cau. Why have you feen it fince, Brotherl 

Sir Fteb. In imagination, Sir. 

Bel. How, Sir, a Devil ? 

Sir Feeb. Ay, or a Ghoft. 

Bel. Where, good Sir ? 

Bear- Ay, where ) I'd travel a hundred Mile to fee a 
Ghoft 

Bel. Sure, Sir, 'twas Fancy. 

Sir Feeb. If 'twere a Fancy, 'twas a ftrong one j and 
Ghofls and Fancy are all one if they can deceive. 1 tell 
you — if ever 1 thought in my Life — I thought I faw a 
Ghoft — Ay and a damnable impudent Ghoft too ; he 
(aid he was a a Fellow here they call Belmour. 

Bel. How, Sir ! 

Bear. Well, I wou'd give the world to fee the Devil, 
provided he were a civil affable Devil, fuch an one as 
Wafleain Acquaintance is 

Sir Can. He can (how him too foon, it may be. I'm 
fure as civil as he is, he helps him to fteal my Gold) I 

doubt and to be fure Gentlemen, you (ay he's a 

GameAer 1 delire when he comes anon, that you 

wou'd propofe to fport a Dye, or fo— and we'll fall to 
play for a Teafter, or the hke — and if he fels any Money, 
I (hall go near to know my own Gold, by fome remark- 
ble Pieces amongft it ; and if he have i^ 111 hang him, 
and then all his (ix hundred a Year will be my own, which 
I have in Mortgage. Bear. 
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Bear. Let the Captain and I alone to top upon him — 
mean time. Sir, I have brought my Mufick, to entertain 
my Miftrcfs with a Song. 

Sir fesb. Take your own methods. Sir they arc 

at leifure — while we go drink their Healths within. 
Adod 1 long for night, we are not half in kelter, this 
damn'd Ghoft will not out of my Head yet 

[Exeunt ail but Belmour. 

Bit. Hah— a GhoR J what can he mean 1 A Ghofl, and 
Belmouf'% 1 

— Sure my good Angel, or my Genius, 
la pity of my Love, and of Letida — 
But fee Litida comes, but flill attended — 

Eater Leticia, Lady Fulbank, Diana. 

Remember oh remember to be true } 

\Afide to ktr, paffmg by goes out, 

L. Ful. I was fick to know with what Chriftian Fa- 
ticnce you bore the Martyrdom of this NighL 

Let. As thofe condemn'd bear the lafl Hour of Life. 

A Ihort Reprieve I had and by a kind Miftake, 

Diana only was my Bedfellow \Weepi. 

Dia. I wifli for your Repofe you ne'er had leen my 
Father. \_Weeps. 

Let. And fo do 1, 1 fear he has undone me 

Dia. And me, in breaking of his word with Bred- 



L. Ful. So as Trincolo fays, wou'd you were 

both hang'd for ine, for putting mo in mind of my Huf- 
band. For I have (' 



) better luck than either of 



Let our two Fates warn your approaching one : 

I love young Bredwel, and mufl plead for him. 
Dia. 1 know his Virtue juftiiiea my Choice : 
But Pride and Modedy Kirbids I lh,ou'd unlov'd purfue 

Let. Wrong not my Brother fo, who dies for you 

Dia. Cou'd he fo eafily fee me given away. 

Without a Sigh at parting ? 

For all the day a Calm was in his Eye 

And unconcem'd he look'd and U 
3—5 K s 



^tk^oi 



226 The LucKv Chance; or^ 

In dancing never prdl my willing Hand, 

Nor with a fcomful Glance reproach'd my FalOiOOd. 

Let Believe me, that DifTcmbling was his Maller-piecc. 

Dia. Why fhoiUd he fear, did not my Father promife 

Let. Ay, that was in his wooing time to me r 

But now 'tis all forgotten \Mufuk at Ike dear. 

After ivhich enter Bearjeft and Bredwel. 

L. Ful. How now, Coufin ! Is this high piece of Gal- 
lantry from you 1 

Bear. Ay, Madam, I have not travel'd for nothing — 

L. Ful. I find my Coufin is refolv'd to conquer, he 
aflails with all his Artillery of Charms ; we'll leave him to 
his fuccefs. Madam. [£j-, Leticia and L. Fulbank. 

Bear. Oh Lord, Madam, you oblige look Ned, 

you had a mind to have a full view of my Miftrefs, Sir, 

and here fhe is. \He flatids gaging. 

Go, falule her look how he Hands now ; what a 

fneaking thing is a Fellow who has never iravel'd and feen 

the World! Madam this is a very honefl 

Friend of mire, for all he looks fo fimply. 

Dia. Come, he fpeaks for you, Sir. 

Bear. He Madam ! tho he be but a Banker's Prentice, 
Madam, he's as pretty a Fellow of his Inches as any i'th' 

City he has made love in Dancing-Schools, and to 

Ladies of Quality in the middle Gallery, and (hall joke ye 

and repartee with any Fore-man within the Walls 

prithee to her and commend me, I'll give thee 

a new Point Crevat. 

Dia, He looks as if he cou'd not fpcak to me. 

Bear. Not fpeak to you! yes. Gad Madam, and do 
any thing to you loo. 

Dia. Are you his Advocate, Sir ? [In/com. 

Bear. For want of a better 

[.Stands behind him, pttjhing him on. 

Bred. An Advocate for Love I am. 
And bring you fuch a Meffage from a Heart 

Bear. Meaning mine, dear Madam. 

Bred. That when you hear it, you will pity iL 

Bear. Or the Devil's in her 

Dia. 
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Dia. Sir, 1 have many Reafons to betieve, 
It is my Fortune you purfue, not Perfoa. 
Bem: There is fgineihing in that, I mufl confefs. 

\Behindhim. 
But fay what you will, Ned. 

Bred. May all the Mifchiefs of defpairing Love 
Fall on me if it be. 
Bear. That's well enough — 

Bred. No, were you bom an humble Village-Maid, 
That fed a Flock upon the neighbouring Plain j 
With all that ihining Vertue in your Soul, 
I ^r Heaven I wou'd adore you — love you— wed you — 
[. Tho the gay World were loft by fuch a NuptiaL 

[Bear, looks on him. 
—this — I wou'd do, were 1 my Friend the Squire. 

[RecoIUniHg, 
Bear. Ay, if you were me — you might 00 what you 
I 'pleas'd ; but I'm of another mind. 

I Dia. Shou'd 1 confent, my Father is a Man whom In- 
tereft fways, not Honour; and whatfoever Promifes 
I he'as made you, he means to break 'em all, and I am 
I deftin'd to another. 

l Bear. How, another — his Name, his Name, Madam^ — 
\ here's Ned and I fear ne'er a finglc Man i'th' Nation, 

UWhat is he what is he ? 

Dia. A Fop, a Fool, a beaten Afs— a Blockhead. 
Bear. What a damn'd Ihame's this, that Women (hou'd 
■ be facrificed to Fools, and Fops rauft run away with 

I ReirefTes whilft we Men of Wit and Parts drefs and 

r dance, and cock and travel for nothing but to be tame 
V ICeepers. 

J Dia. But I, by Heaven, will never be that Viflim : 
3ut where my Soul is voVd, 'tis fix'd for ever. 

Bred. Are you refolv'd, are you confirm'd in this 1 
Oh my Diana, fpcak it o'er again. . 

Runs to her, and embraces her. 
Blefs me, and make me happier than a Monarch. 

Bear. Hold, hold, dear Ne</— that's my part, I take it. 
Bred. Your Pardon, Sir, I had forgot my felf, 

Bui time is Ihort— what's 10 be done in this) 

Bear. 
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Btar. Done ) 111 enter the Houfe with fire and Sword, 
d've fee, not that I care this— but I'll not be fob'd off— 
what, do they take me for a Fool an Afs ? 

Bred. Madam, dare you run the risk of your Father's 
Difiilcafure, and run away with the Man you love f 

Dia. With all my Soul 

Bear. Tha^s hearty— and we'll dot^Ned and 1 here — 
and 1 love an Amour with an Adventure in't, like AmaJU 
de Gaul — Harkye, AW, get a Coach and iix ready to 
night when 'tis oat^ at the back Gate 

Brid. And IT! get a Parfon ready in my Lodging, to 
which I have a Key thro the Garden, by which we may 

Btar. Good Mun here's Company 

Enter Cayman vrith his Hat and Money iiit. Sir Caa- 
tious in a rage. Sir Feeble, Lady Fulbank, Leticia, 
Captain Noifey, Belmour. 

Sir Can. A hundred Pound loft already ! Oh Cox- 
comb, old Coxcomb, and a wife Coxcomb to turn 

Prodigal at my Years, why I was bewitcht ! 

Sir Feeb. Shaw, 'twas a Frohck, Sir, 1 have loft a hun- 
dred Pound as well as you. My Lady has loft, and your 
Lady has loft, and the reft— —^what, old Cows will kick 
fometimes, what's a hundred Pound \ 

Sir Cau. A hundred Pound I why 'tis a fum, Sir— a 
fum — why what the Devil did I do with a Box and Dice ! 

L. Ful. Why, you made a {hift to lofe, Sir J And 
Where's the haim of that ? We have loft, and he has 
won ; anon it may be your Fortune. 

Sir Cau. kiy, but he could never do it fairly, that's 
certain. Tiirec hundred Pound ! why how came you to 
win fo nnmercihilly. Sir f 

'. Ob the Devil will not lofe a Camefter of me, yoa 



Cm/. 



fee, 

Sir Cau. The Devil 1^ mark that. Gentleman— 

Bear. The Rogue has damn'd luck furc, he has got a 

Fly 

Sir Cau. And can you have the Confeience to carry 

away all out Money, Sir ? 



An Alderman's Bargain. 



lag 



Cay. Mofl afluredljr, unlefs 'you have the courage to 
retrieve it 111 fet it at a Throw, or any way ; whU Cay 
you, Gentlemen 1 

Sir Fed. Ods bobs you young Fellows are too bard 
for us every way, and 1 m engag'a at an old Game with a 
new Gamefter here, who wUl require all an old Man's 
Oock. 

L. Ful. Come, Coufln, will you venture a Guinea ? 
Come, Mr. Brgdwfl. 

Cay. Well, if no body dare venture on mc, I'll iiend 
away ray Calh — \T^ all go to play at the TabU, but 
Sir Cau. Sir Feeb. and Gay. 

Sir CaM. Hum — muft it all go ? a rare fum, if a 

Uan were but fare the Devii wou'd ftand Neuter now — 

iAfidi. 
— Sir, I wifti I had any thing but ready Money to lUlce : 
three hundred Pound a fine Sum ! 

Gay. You have Moveables, Sir, Goods Commo- 
dities 

Sir Cau. That's all one. Sir ; that's Money's worth. 
Sir : but if I had any thing that were worth nothing 

Gay. (You wou'd venture it, — I thank you, Sir, 1 

wou'd your Lady were worth nothing 

SirCua. Why, fo. Sir? 

C^. Then I wou'd fet all this againft that Nothing. 

Sir Cau. What, fet it againft my Wife I 

Cay. Wife, Sir 1 ay, your Wife 

■ iSir Cau. Hum, my Wifeagainfl three hundred Pounds ! 

■ ■what aU my Wife, Sir I 

■ . Gay. All your Wife I Why, Sir, fome part of her wou'd 
[ fcrve my turn. 

Sir Cau. Hum — my Wife, why, if I (hou'd lofe, he 



4 



L COU'd not have the Impudence to take her. 



Gay. Well, I find you a 



\A/.d,. 



it for the Bargain, and (a 



. Sir Can. Hold, Sir — why fo hafty — my Wife? no — 

put up your Money. Sir what, lofe my Wife for three 

Jmndrcd Pounds I 

Gay, Lofe her, Sir ! why, flie fhall be never the 

worie for my wearing, Sir the old - >■ 
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confidering on't, I think— What fay you to a Night I 
ITlfei it to a Night — there's none need know it. Sir. 

Sir Caw. Hum a Niijht !— three hundred Pounds 

for a Night ! why what a lavilh Whore-mafter'a this I 
We take Money to many our Wives, but very feldom 
part with 'em, and by the Bargain get Money — For a 
Night, fay you ? — Gad if I Ihou'd take the Rogue at his 
word, "twou'd be a pure Jell. \AJliU. 

Sir Fteb. Are you not mad, Brother. 

Sir Cati. No, but I'm wife and that's as good ; let 

me confider. 

Sir Feeb. What, whether you (hall be a Cuckold or 
not? 

Sir Cmt. Or lofe three hundred Pounds confider 

that. A Cuckold ! — why, 'tis a word — an empty found 
— ^s Breath — 'tis Air, — 'tis nothing ; — but three hun- 
dred Pounds— Lord, what will not three hundred Pounds 
do ? You may chance to be a Cuckold for nothing, Sir — 

Sir Feeb. It may be fo but (he (hall do't difcreetly 

Sir Cttu. Under favour, you're an Afs, Brother ; this 
is the difcrectell way of doing it, 1 take it. 

Sir Feeb. But wou'da wife man expofe his Wife? 

Sir Cau. Why, Cato was a wifer Man than I, and he 
lent his Wife to a young Fellow ihey call'd Hortenjins, as 
ftory fays ; and can a wife Man have a better Precedent 
than Cato 1 

Sir Feeb. I fay, Cato was an Afs, Sir, for obliging 
any young Rogue of 'em all. 

Sir Cau. But I am of Cal(fs mind. Well, a fingle 
Night you fay. 

Gay. A fingle Night to have to hold 

poiTefs and fo forth, at difcretion. 

Sir Cau. A Night I (hall have her fafe and 

found i'th' Morning. 

Sir Feeb. Safe, no doubt on't but how found. 

Gay. And for N on -performance, you (hall pay me 
three hundred Pounds, III forfeit as much if I leli 

Sir Cau. Tell ? why make your three hundred 

pounds fix hundred, and let it be put into the Gaxet, if 
you will, Man. — Bui is't a Bargain ? Gay. 
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C<y. Done Sir FeebU fhail be witnefs 

bud there (lands my Hat 

\Pnts dmim kii Hat of AfoH^y, aud each of'' 



Sir Cau, He that comes firll to One and thirty wins — 
VThty throw and eouHl. 
I. Ful. What are you playing for ? 

S\T Feeb. Nothing, nothing but a Trial of Skill 

between an old Man and a Young and your Lady- 

Ihip is to be Judge. 

L. Ful. I (hall be partial, Sir. 

Sir Cau. Svn and five's Eleven 

[ Throws, andputU the Hat towards hint. 

Cay. Cater Tray Pox of the Dice 

Sir Cau. Two fives one and twenty 

\Stts up, pulh Iht Hat nearer. 

Gay. Now, Luck Doublets of fines nineteen. 

Sir Caw. Five and four thirty 

[Draws the Hat to him. 
Sir Feeb. Now if he wins it, ni fwear he has a Fly 

indeed— 'tis impoffible without Doublets of fixes 

Gay. Now Fortune fmile — and for the future frown. 

[ TMrmvs. 

Sir Cau. Hum two fixes 

[Ri/es and looks dolefully around. 
'' L. FhI. How now ) what's the matter you look fo like 
an Afs, what have you loft ? 

■ Sir Cau. A Bauble a Bauble 'tis not for what 

^Tve loft but becaufe I have not won 

"* Sir Feeb. You look very funple, Sir— what think you of 
Cato now? 

Sir Cau. A wife Man may have his failings — 
L. Ful. What has my Husband loft i~~ 
Sir Cau. Only a finall parcel of Ware that lay dead 
u[>on my hands, Swcet-bearL 

Gay. But I Ihali improve 'em, Madam, 111 warrant 

L. Ful. Well, fince 'tis no worfe, bring in your fine 

Dancer, Coufin, you fay you brought to entertain your 

MiArels 
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Miflrefs with. [Bearjed goet out. 

Gay. Sir, youll take care to fee mc paid to Night ? 
Sir Cau. Well, Sir — but my Lady, you mafl knov. 
Sir, has the common frailties of her Sex, and will refufe 
what (he even longs for, if perfuaded to't by me. 

Gay. 'Tis not in my Bargain to foilieil her. Sir, you are 
to procure her — or three hundred pounds, Sir ; chufc you 
whether. 

Sir Cau. Procure her 1 with all my foul, Sir : alas, 
you miAakc my honed meaning, I fcom to be fo unjuft 
as not to fee you a-bed together ; and then agree as well 
as you can, I nave done lay part — In order to this. Sir- 
get but your felf conveyed in a Chell to my houfc, with a 

dire^ion upon't for me ; and for the reft 

Gay. I underfland you. — 

Sir Ffd. Ralph, get fupper ready. 

EnUr Bear, with Doners; all go outbutSirOaM^xoMA. 

Sir Cau. Well, I mufl break my Mind, if pollible, to 

my Lady— but if (he (hou'd be refraflory now and 

make me pay Three hundred Pounds why fure (he 

won't have fo little Grace — Three hundred Pounds fav*dj 
is three hundred pounds got — by our account — -Cou'd 

AH— 

Whe of this City-Privilege are free, 

Hofie to be faid/ar Cuclolttom lite W J 

TK Mtthriving Merchant, whom gray Hair adomt. 

Be/ore all Ventures wou'd ettfure his Homs j 

For thus, while lu but lets /pare Rooms to kit 

His Wifis craclid Credit keeps his ovm entire. 
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ACT V. S C E NE I. 
Sir Cautious k£s Houfe. 

Enter Belmour aione,fad. 
^''- 'T*HE NigJit is come, oh my Leticia, 



And fad Defpa 
hich filently 

._ It how ! ay, there's the Queftion— hah— [PaufiHg. 

m get my felf hid in her Bed-chamber — 

And fomelhing I will do may ferve us yet - 

If all my Arts (hould fail— 111 have rccourfe 

[Draws a dagxer. 

To this and bear Leticia off by force. 

But fee fhe comes 

Enter Lady Fulbank, Sir Cautious, Sir Feeble, Leticia, 

Beaqeft, Noifcy, Gayman. Exit Belmour, 

SvcFeeb. Lights there, Ralph, 

And my Lady's Coach there — [Bearjell goes to Cayman. 

Bear. Well, Sir, remember you have promifed to grant 

me my diabolical rcquefi, in (hewing me the Devil— ^ 

Gay. I will not fail you, Sir. 

L. Ful. Madam, your Servant ; I hope you'll fee no 
more Gholls, Sir Feeble. 

Sir Feeb. No more of that, I befeech you. Madam : 

Prithee, Sir Cautious, take away your Wife Madam, 

your Servant [All go out after the Light. 

Come, Lette, Lette \ haileri Rogue, haflen to thy 

Chamber ; away, here be the young Wenches coming — 
\Puti her out, he goes out. 
Enter Diana,^»/i on her Hood mid Scarf. 
Dia. 80 — they are gone to Bed ; and now for Bre^ 

viel the Coach wails, and I'll take this opportunity. 

Father farewell if you dijUke my courfe. 

Blame the old rigid Cufloms ofytmr Force. 
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S C E N Ej A Bed-Ckamber. 

£n/er Sir Yceb^e, Leticia, atuf Phillis. 

Lei. Ah, Pkillis ! tarn fainting with my Fears, 
Haft thou no comfort for me f \_He undreff" >° ^" Go-wn. 

Sir Fgeb. Why what art doing there — fiddle fadling— 

adod you young Wenches are fo loth to come to but 

when your hands in, you have no mercy upon us poor 
Husbands. 

Lei. Why do you talk fo, Sir? 

Sir feeb. Was it anger'd at the Fool's Prattle ) turn a 
me, tum a-me, I'll undrefs it, effags 1 will— Roguy. 

Lei. You are fo wanton. Sir, you make me blufh — 
I will not go to bed, unlefs you'll promife me 

Svt Feeb. No baiEaitiing, my little HuITey — whatyoull 
tiemy handsbehind me, will you? [She goes to ihe TabU. 

Let. What (hall 1 do 1 aflift me gende Maid, 

Thy Eyes methinks put on a little hope. 

Phil. Take Courage, Madam you guefs right 

be confident. 

Sir Feeb. No whifpering, Gentlewoman — and putting 
Tricks into her head ; that Ihall cheat me of another 

Night Look on that filly linle round Chilty-face 

loot on ihofe fmiling roguifh loving Eyes there look 

look how they laugh, twire, and tempt he 

Rogue I'll bufs 'em there, and here, and every 

where Ods bobs — away, this is fooling and fpoiling of 

■■ 's ftoraach, with a bit here, and a bit there to 



Bed- 



oBed- 



\AsJke is at the Toilet, he looks over kerjkoulder, 
and fees her Face in the Cla/i. 
Let. Go you firft. Sir, I will but ftay to fay my Pray- 
ers, which are that Heaven wou'd deliver me. [A/iae. 

Sir Feeb. Say thy Prayers ! What, art thou mad I 

Prayers upon thy Weddmg-night ! a Ihort Thankfgiving 

or fo but Prayers quoth a 'Sbobs you'll have time 

enough for that, I doubt 

Let. 
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Let. I am alham'd to undreTs before you, Sir : go to 
Bed- 
Sir F«A What, was it afham'd ti 
Fools, and its little round Babbies — 
go I cannot think on't, no I cannot — 

[Going towards ike Bed, Belmour comes forth from 
between the Curtains, his Coal off, his Shirt 
bloody, a Dagger in his hand, andhu Difguife off. 

Bel. Stand 

Sir Feeb. Ah 

Lei. and PHiL fqueak Oh Heavens ! why, is it 

Belmour i [Ajl.fe to Phil 

I Bel Co not to Bed, I guard this lacred Place, 
C And the Adulterer dies that enters here. 

Sir feeb. Oh— why do 1 (hake t fure Tm a Man, 

\ srbM arc thou ? 

Bel. I am the wTong'd, the loft and murder'd Belmour. 

Sir feei. O Lord ; it is the fame 1 faw laft night— Oh ! 

—hold ihy dread Vengeance — pity me, and hear me — 

Oh ! a Patlbn— a Parfon— what (hall I do Oh ! 

I ■^riiere (hall Ihide my felf? 

I Bel. I'M utmoft Borders of the Earth TU find thee — 

J 'Seas (hall not hide thee, nor vaft Mountains guard thee : 

I Tvenin the depth of Hell I'll find thee out, 

7 And la(h thy filthy and adulterous Soul 

L " Sir Fetb. Oh, I am dead, I'm dead : will no Repen- 

I -tftnce favc mef 'twas that young Eye that tempted me 

\ ,to fin : Oh 1 

Bel. See, fair Seducer, what thou'ft made me do ; 
J*Look on this bleeding Wound, It reach'd my Heart, 
1 To pluck my dear lonnenling Image ihence, 
[ 'When News arriv'd that thou hadft broke thy Vow. 
Sir Feeb. Oh Lord I oh ! I'm gladhe's dead iho. 
Let. Oh hide that fatal Wound, my tender Heart faints 
r , Vith a Sight fo horrid 1 [Seems to -aieep. 

Sir Feeb. So, (hell clear her felf, and leave me in the 
f. ''Devil's Clutches. 
• Bel. You've both offended Heaven, and muft repent or 
die. 
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Sir Fetb. Ah, I do confefs I was an old Fool, bewitcht 
with Beauty, befotted wilh Love, and do repent raoft 
heartily. 

Bel. No, you had rather yet go on in fin ; 
Thou wou'dJl live on, and be a baffled Cuckold. 

Sir Fecb. Oh, not for the World, Sir ! 1 am cODvinc'd 
and mortifi'd. 

Bit. Maintain her fine, undo thy Peace to pleafe her, 
and flill be Cuckol'd on, bdicve her, tniH her and be 
Oickol'd ftiU. 

Sir Fecb. 1 fee my Folly and my Age's Dotage — 

and find the Devil was in m e ■ yet fpare my Age 

ah ! fpare mc to repent. 

Bel. If thou repenf 0, renounce her, fly her fight ;— 
Shun her bewitching Charms, as thou wou'dft Hell, . 
Thofe dark eternal Manfions of the dead — 
Whither I mud defcend. 

Sh" Fetb. Oh — wou'd he were gone ! — 
vanifl) I 
It Apartment 

Sfr Fteb. O thafs very hard ! 

\He goes back trentbling, Belmour follows in, vitk 

Let. Bleft : 

grieves me to confider how the poor old Man is frighted. 
[Belmour re-enters, fiuls o» his Coai. 
Bel. He's gone, and lock'd himfctf into his Cham- 
ber 

And now, my dear L^licia, let us fly 

De/pair till notv did my ■wild Heart invade. 
But pitying Love has Iht rough Storm allayd. 

[Ex»UHt. 

SCENE II. ^iV Cautious kis Gardat. 



Gay. Set down the Chefl behind yon hedge of Roles 

— snd then put on thofe Shapes 1 have appointed you — 

and 
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1 be fure you -well-favour'dty bang both Bearjefi and 
Noifiy, fince they have a mind to fee the DeviJ. 

Rag. Oh, Sir, leave "em to us for that ; and if we do 
lot play the Devil with 'em, we deferve Ihey fhou'd beat 
us. But Sir, we are in Sir CauHou^% Garden, will he 
iot fue us for a Trcfpafs 1 

Guy. I'll bear you out ; be ready al my CalL \Exeunt. 

• Let me fee 1 have got no ready fluffio banter 

I with but no matter, any Gibberilh will ferve the 

Fools — 'tis now about the hour of Ten but Twelve 

b my appointed lucky Minute, when all the Blellings that 
my Soul could wiih, (hall be refiEn'd to me. 
Enter Brcdwel. 
Hah ! who's there, Bredwil. 

Bred, Oh, are you come. Sir and can you be fo 

kind to a poor Vouth, to favour bis defigns, and blefs 
his days ? 

Gay. Yes, I am ready here with all my Devils, both to 
fecure you your Miflrefs, and to cudgel your Captain and 
Squire, for abufing mc behind my back fo bafely. 

Brtd. 'Twas moft unmanly, Sir, and they deferve it 
1 wonder that they come not. 

Gay. How dutft ^ou truft her with him T 

Bred. Becaufe 'tis dangerous to (leal a City-Heirds, 
And let the Theft be his— -fo the dear Maid be mine— 

Enter Bcarjel^ rum again/! BredweL 
. Who's there, Mr. Bearje/I't 

Bear. Who's that, Nedi Well, I have brought my 
Miflrefs, haft thou got a Parfon ready, and a Licenfet 

Bred. Ay, ay, but where's the Lady? 

Bea. In the Coach, with the Captain at the Gate. I 
came before, to fee if the Coaft be clear. 

Bred. Ay, Sir ; but what ftiall we do ? here's Mr. Cay- 
man come on purpofe to (hew you the Uevil, as you de- 

Bea. Sho I a Pox of the Devil, Man—I can't attend 
to ^ak with him now. 

Ga^. How, Sir ! Do you think my Devil of fo little 
Quality, to fuffer an AHhint tmrcvenged I 

Bear. 
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Bear. Sir, 1 cry his Devilfhip's Pardon : I did aot know 
his Quality. I prolefl Sir, I love and honour him, but 
I am now jud going to be married, Sir ; and when that 
Ceremony's part, I'm ready to go to the Devil as foon as 
you pleafe. 

Gay. \ have told him your deTire of feeing him, and 
Ihou'd you baffle him? 

Bear. Who I, Sir I Pray let his Worihip know, I (hall 
be proud of the Honour of his Acquaintance ; but. Sir, 
my Miftrcfs and the Parfon wait in Ned'% Chamber. 

Gay. Ifall the World wail. Sir, the Prince of Hdl will 
(lay for no Man. 

Bred. Oh, Sir, rather than the Prince of the Infer- 
nals (hall be affronted, I'll condudt the Lady up, aod 
enttalain her till you come, Sir. 

Bear. Nay, I have a great mind to kifs his Paw, Sir ; 
but I cou'd wiih you'd fhew him me by day-light, Sir. 

Gay. The Prince of Darknefs does abhor the Light. 
But, Sir, I will for once allow your Friend the Captain to 
keep you company. 

Enter Noifey and Diana. 

B<ar. I'm much oblig'd to you, Sir ; oh Captain — 

\f<^kst0him. 

Bred. Hafle Dear; the Parfon waits. 
To finilh what the Powers defigned above. 

Dia. Sure nothing is fo bold as Maids in Love, 

\Tkey go out. 

Not. P(ho ! he conjure — he can flie as foon. 

Gay, Gentlemen, you mud be fure to confine your 
felves to this Circle, and have a care you neither fwear, 
Dor pray. 

Bear. Pray, Sir! I dare feyndtherof uswere ever that 
way gifted. 

A horrid Noife. 



Gay. 



Ceafeyour Horror, ceafeyour Hafte. 
And calmly us I/a'Wyou la/I, 
Appear I A^ear/ 
By the Pearls and Diamond Rocks, 
By thy heavy Money-Box, 




An Alderman's Bargain. 239 

B^ thy fining Petticoat, 

Thai hid thy cloven Feet from Note ; 

By the Veil that kid thy Fice, 

fvhich life kadfrighten'd humane Race : 

Appear, that I thy Love may fee. 

Appear kind Fiwdi, appear to me. 

[Soft Mufick ceafes. 
I A Pox of thefe Rafcals, why come they not ? 

Four enter front the four comers of the Stage, to Afuftck 
that plays; they dance, and in the Dance, dance 
round 'em, and kick, pinch, and beat 'em. 
Bear. Oh enough, enough I Good Sir, lay 'cm, and 
I rilpay the Mufick — 

[ Cay. I wonder at it — thefe Spirits are in their Nature 
I .kind, and peaceable — but you have bafely injur'd fame 
\ "body — confefs, and they will be fatisiied — 
1 Bear. Oh good Sir, take your Ccrberufes off — I do 
Confefs, the Captain here, and I, have violated your 

fi. Abus'd you, — and traduc'd you, and thus we 

r beg your pardon 

Gay. Abus'd me ! Tis more than I know, Gentlemen. 
Bear. But it feems your Friend the Devi! does. 
Cay. By this time BredwePi married. 
—Great Pantamognn, hold, for I am fatisficd. 

iEx. Devils. 
And thus undo my Charm — 
I [Takes away the Circle, they run out. 

So, the Fools are gone, and now to yulia's Arms. 

[Gain^-. 

SCENE Lady Fulbank'j Anii-chamder. 



She difcover'dundrefl at her Glafs ; i'lVCautic 



13 undrtJL 
wondrous 



Night t indeed you' 

Wedding is a fort 



L. Ful. But why 
kind mcthinks. 

Sir Cau. Why, I donl know- 
of an Alann to Love ; it calls up every Man's courage. 

li.Ful. 
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it come when 'tis cdl'dl 

" y Grief— {A/idt. 

kll one to thee, tfaou ca/ft not 
, thou'dn lather have a young 



But I think ' 

for my Complement ; 
FeUow. 

L. Ful. 1 am not us'd to flatter much ; if forty Yeats 
were taken from your Age, 'iwou'd render you fomething 
more agreeable to my Bed, I mull confefs. 

Sir Cau. Ay, ay, no doubt on'L 

L. Ful. Yet you may take my word without an Oath, 
were you as old as Time, and I were young and gay as 
April Flowers, which all are fond to gather ; 
Aty Beauties all Ihould wither in the Shade, 
E'er I'd be worn in a difhonefl Bofom. 

Sir Cau. Ay, but you're wonderous free methinlc^ 
fometimes, which ^ves flireud fufpicions. 

L. FuL What, becaufe I cannot fimper, look demnre, 
and juflily my Honour, when none quellions it} 

Cry ne, and out upon the naughty Women, 

Becaufe they plcafc themfelves and fo wou'd I. 

Sir Can. How, wou'd, what cuckold me I 

I_ Ful. Yes, if it pleas'd me better than Vertne, Sir. 
But 111 not change my Freedom and my Humour, 
To purchafe the dull Fame of being honetl. 

Sir Cau. Ay, but the World, the World 

L. Ful. I value not the CenTures of the Croud. 

Sir Cau. But I am old. 

L. Ful. Thaf s your fault, not mine. 

Sir Cau. But being fo. if I Ihou'd be good-natur'd, and 
give thee leave to love difcreetly 

L. Ful. I'd do't without your leave. Sir. 

Sir Cau. Do't — what, cuckold me t 

L. FuL No, love difcreetly, Sir, love as I ought, love 
honefUy. 

Sir Cum. What, in love with any body, but your own 
Husband ? 

L. Ful, Yes. 

Sir Cau. Yes, quoth a is that your loving as yon 

ought? 

\..FuL 
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il. Wc cannot help our Inclinations, Sir, 
e than Time, or Light from coming on 



But I can keep my Virtue, Sir, t 
Sir Cau. What, Hi 






M? 



this is your firil Love, 



t. Ful. Ill not deny that Truth, iho even lo you. 

Sir Cau. Why, in confideration of my Age, and your 

Youth, I'd bear a Confcicnce provided you do things 

wifely. 

L. Ful. Do what thing, Sir ? 

Sir Cau. Vou know what I mean 

L. Ful. Hah 1 hope you wou'd not be a Cuckold, 

Sir. 

Sir Cau. Why — truly in a civil way— ^3t fo. 

L. Ful. There is but one way, Sir, to make me hate 
yon; 
And that wou'd be lame fuffering. 

Sir Cau. Nay, and Ihe be thereabouts, there's no dif- 
cevering. 

L. Ful. But leave this fond difcourfe, and, if you mufl, 
let us to Bed. 

Sir Cau. Ay, ay, 1 did but try your Virtue, mun 

doft think I was m eamcft i 

EftUr Servant. 

Sent. Sir, here's a Chert direilcd to your Worihip. 

Sir Cau. Hun), 'tis iVqfigall now does my heart fail 

me A Chefl fay you — to me — fo late [ — III warrant 

it comes from Sir Nicholas Smuggle fome prohibited 

Goods that he has rtoln the Cullom of, and cheated his 
Majefty — Well, he's an honeft Man, bring it in — 

\Exit Servant. 

L. Ful. What, into my Apartment, Sir, a nafly Chefl f 

Sir Cau. By all means for if the Searchers come, 

they'll never lie fo uncivil to ranfack thy Lodgings ; and 
we arc bound in Chrillian Charity, to do for one another 

— Some rich Commodities, I am fure and fome 

6ne Knick-knack will fall to thy Ihare, I'll warrant thee 
— Pox on him for a young Rogue, how punClual he is 1 



% 



Vol. m. 



EnUi 
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EnUrwilh tht Che/I. 
—Go, my Dear, go to Bed— HI fend Sir NUkolas a 

Receipt for the Cheft, and be with thee prefently 

\Ex./evtraily, 
Cayman peepi out of the Chejt, and looks round Mint 
•wondriKg. 
Gay. Hah, where am I ? By Heaven, my laR Night's 
Vifion — 'Tis that inchanied Room, and yonder's the 
Alcove ! Sure 'twas- indeed fome Witch, who knowing of 
my InfideUty— has by Inchantment brought me hJtber — 

'tis fo— 1 am betray'd \Paufei. 

Hah ! or was it fuiia, that laft night gave me that lone 
Opportunity J — but hark, I hear fome coming — 

\Shitts hintfclf in. 
Enter Sir Cautiotis. 
Sir Cau. Li/ting up Uu Ckejl-Ud. So, you are come, 

I fee \Gocs, and locks tkedoor. 

Gay. Hah — hc here ! nay then, 1 was dcceiv*!!, and 
it vas jfulia that latl night gave me the dear AlTignation. 

[A/id€. 

[Sir Cautious ^^ into tJu Bed-Ckamber. 

L. FuL withiit. Come, Sir Cautious, I (hall fall 
afleep, and then you'll waken me. 

Sir Cau. Ay, ray Dear, I'm coming (he's in Bed — 

111 go put out the Candle and then 

Cay. Ay, 111 warrant you for ray part 

Sir Cau. Ky, but you may over-afl your part, and fpoil 

all^ 'But, Sir, I hope youU ufe a ChrifUan Confcience 

in this bufinefs. 

Gay. Oh doubt not, Sir, but I Ihall do you Reafoa. 

Sir Cau. Ay, Sir, but 

Gay. Good Sir, no more Cautions ; you, unlike a fair 
Gamcftcr, will rook me out of half my Night — I am im- 

Sir Can. Good Lord, arc you fo haftyl if I pleafe, 
you (han't go at all. 

Gay. With all my foul, Sir ; pay me three hundred 

Pounds, Sir 

Sir Cau. Lord, Sir, you miftake my candid meaning 

dill. I am content to be a Cuckold, Sir— but 1 wcm'd 

have things done decently, d'ye tnind me 'i Gay. 
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Gay. As decently as a Cuckold can be made, Sir. 

■ But no more difputes, I pray. Sir. 

Sir Cau. I'm gone — I'm gone — but harkyc, Sir, you'll 
«ife before day? \Going out, rclurtts. 

Gay, Yet again 

Sir Can. I vaniih, Sir, but harkye youTl not 

' 'fpeak a word, but let her think 'tis I. 

Gay. Be gone, 1 fay. Sir [He rum out, 

[ am convinc'd lal\ night t was with Julia, 
\ Oh Sat, icfenTible and duU I 

Enter fo/tly Sir Cautious. 



Sir Cau. So, the Candle*s 






five me yi 
Uads him/o/lly 

SCENE changes to a Bed-cftamber. 

L ^jody T\i[\3X[Ai/uppo^d in Bed. Enter Sir Cautious and 
Qayman 6y dark. 
Sir Com, Where are you, ray Dear P 

\Leadi him to the bed. 
L. Ful, Where ftiou'd I be — in Bed j what, are you 
by dark? 
Sir Cau. Ay, the Candle went out by chance. 

[Cayman yTjfBj to hint to be gone; he makes gri- 
macti <u loth to go, and Erit 

I (SCENE draws over, and reprefents another 
Room in t/ie fame Houfe. 

Enter Parfon, Diana, and Pert dre_ft in Diana'j Clothes. 

Dia. I'll fwear, Mrs, Pert, you look very prettily in 
, Joy Clothes ; and fince you, Sir, have convinc d me that 
' Ais innocent Deceit is not unlawful, I am glad to be the 
Inftrument of advancing Mrs. Pert to a Husband, flie al- 
ready has fo jud a Claim to. 

Par. Since Ihe has fo firm a Contrail, I pronounce 
it a lawful Marriage — but hark, they are coming fure — 

Dia. Pull your Hoods down, and keep your Face from 
Ok Ucht- [Uiarta rum out. 
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Enter Bearjen and Noifey di/ordet'd. 

D^ar. Maddju, I lieg your Tardon 1 met with a 

moft dcvilifti Adventure; your Pardon too, Mr, Doc- 
tor, for making you wait But the bufinefs is this 

Sir — I have a great mind to lie with this young Gentle* 

woman to Night, but (he fwears if I do, the Parfon of 

the Parilh Ihall know it. 

Par. If I do, Sir, I Biall keep Counfel. 

Bear. A nd thatt civil. Si r - - ■ ■ -••Comt Uad the nwjn 

WiA/uch a Guide, tkt DtviTs it£i if we can go 

{a^ay. 

SCENE changes to th Anti-chambtr, 

Enter Sir CftUttous. 

Sii Cau. Now cannot I fleep, but am as relUeEs as a. 

Merchant in Aormy Weather, that has ventut'd all his 

Wealth in one Bottom.— — Woman is a leaky Veffel 

if Ihe Ihould like the youi^ Rogue now, and they Qiould 

come to a right underilanding why then I am a 

Wittal that's all, and Ihall he put in Print at Snaw- 

hill, with my Effigies o'th' top, like the ilgn of 
Cuckolds Haven. Hum — they^c damnable filent — 

Etay Heaven he has not murdered her, and robbed her — 
um hark, what's that ? a noife ! -he 

has broke his Covenant with me, and Ihall forfeit the 

Money How loud they are T Ay, ay, the Plot's dif- 

covercd, what ihall 1 do? — Why the Devit is not in her 
fure, to be refraflory now, and peevifh ; if Ibe be, 1 muft 

pay my Money yet and that would be a dama'd 

thing fure they're coming out 111 retire and hear- 
ken how 'tis with them. [Relirts. 
Enter Lady Fulbank undreji, Ga3'm.\n half andrefi upen 
his Knees, foUcviin^ her, holding her Gown. 

L> Ful. Oh ! You unkind what have you made 

me do I Unhand me, falfe Deceiver let me loofe — 

Sir Cau. Made her do ) fo, fo 'tis done — I'm 

glad of that {A/tde pe^piaj^. 

Gay. Can you be angry, yulia I 
Becaufe I only feJE'd my ri^t of Love. 

L. Ful. 



An Aldermatts Bargain. 245 

h. Ful. And muft my Honour be the Price of it ? 
r Could nothing but my Fame reward your Paflion t 

■ Wbat, make me 3 bafe Proflituie, a foul Adulierefs I 

Oh be gone, be gone dear Robber of my Quiet 

\,Wtiping. 
Sir Can. Oh fearful !■ 

Gay. Oh ! Calm your Rage, and hear me ; If you are 
fo, 
I You are an innocent Adultcrefs. 
I It was the feeble Husband you enjoy'd 
I In cold imagiDation, and no more ; 

Shily you hirn'd away faintly refign'd. 

Sir Can. Hum, did (he fo ? 

Gay. Till eicefs of Love betray'd the Cheat. 
Sir Cau. Ay, ay, thai was my Fear. 
li. ful. Away, be gone — 111 never fee you more 
Cay. You may as well forbid the Sun to thine. 
\ Not fee you more 1 — Heavens ! 1 before ador'd you, 
I But now I rave I And with my impatient Love, 
[ A thoufand mad and wild DeCres are burning t 
I I have difcover'd now new Worlds of Channs, 
\ And can no longer tamely love and fuRer. 

Sir Cau. So — I have brought aa old boufe upon my 

fiitail'd Cuckoldom upon my felf. 

U Ful. ni hear no more— Sir CrswAoiM,— — wheirt 
my Husband ? 
Whjf have you left my Honour thus unguarded? 

Sir Can. Ay, ay, Ihe's well enough plcas'd, I fear, 
foralL 

Gay. Bafe as he is, 'twas he expos'd (his Treafure ; 
Like fiily Indians barter'd thee for TriSes. 

Sir Cau. O treacherous Villain ! 

L. FhL Hah — my Husband do thist 

Cay. He by Love, he was the kind Procurer, 
Contriv'd the means, and brought me to thy Bed. 

L. Ful. My Husband ! My wife Husband I 
What fondnefs in my Condu^ had he feen, 
To take fo Ihameful and fo bafe Revenge? 

Cay, None 'twas fillhy Avarice feduc'd hfm ttrt. 

L J L. FkI. 
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L. Ful, If he cou'd be fo b;irba.rous to expofc me, 
Cou'd you who lov'd me be fo cruel tixi? 

Gay. What— to poffefa thee when the Biifa was ofrer*d ? 
Poffefs thee 100 without a Crime to thee ? 
Charge not my Soul with fo remifs a Flame, 
So dull a fcnfc of Virtue to refufe iL 

L. Ful. I am convincd the fault was aU my Huf- 

And here I vow — by all things jull and facted. 

To feparatc for ever from his Bed. \Kjt€els. 

Sir Can. Oh, I am not able to indure it 

Hold— oh hold, my Dear— \He kHeeU aijke ri/ei. 

L. FkU. Stand olT— I do abhor thee 

Sir Cau. With all my foul — but do not make laflt 
Vows. 

. They break my very Heart regard my Reputation. 

L. Ful. Which you have had fuch care of, Sir,already — 
Rife, 'tis in vain you kneel 

S}T Cau. No I'll never rife again — Alas! Madam, 

I was merely drawn in ; 1 only thought to fport a. Dye 
or fo : I had only an innocent defign to have difcoverd 
whether this Gentleman bad lloln my Gold, that fo I 

might have hang'd him 

Gay. A very innocent Defign indeed ! 

Sir Cau. Ay, Sir, that's all, as I'm an honed man. — 

X_ Ful. I've fwom, nor are the Stars more fix'd than L 

Enter Servant. 
Senr. How ! my Lady and his Worihip up ? 
— Madam, a Genucman and a Lady below in a Coach 
knockt me up, and fay they mufl fpeak with your Lady- 
fhip. 

L. Fttl. This is flrange I — bring them up 

[Exit Servant. 

Who can i( be, at this odd time of neither night nor day t 

Enter Leticia, Belmour, and Phillis. 

Let. Madam, your Virtue, Charity and Friendlhip to 

me, has made me trefpafs on you for my Life's fccurity, 

and beg you will protein me, and my Husband — 

[Points at Bclmour. 
Sir Cau. So, here's another fad CataJttuphe ! 

L.FuI. 
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L. Ful. Hah— does £i/«Kwr live? istpolOblef 

Believe me, Sir, you ever had my WUhcs ; 
Afld (hall not fail of my Protcflion now. 

£eL I humbly thank your Ladyfhip. 

Gay. I'm glad thou haft her, Harry ; but doubt thou 
durfl not owa her ; na.y, dar'A not own thy folf. 

Bil, Yes, Friend, 1 have my Pardon 

But hark, 1 think we are purfu'd already 

But DOW I fear no force. 

\_A ttoife offomi body coming in, 

L. /*/. However, ftep into my Bed-chamber. 

\Ex€unt Leticio, Gayman, ani/PhiUls. 
Enter Sir tK.^\^ in an Arttick maimer. 

Sir Fteb. Hell fhall not hold thee nor vaft Moun- 
tains cover thee, but I will find thee out— and lafh thy 
filthy and adulterous Carcafe. 

[Co/nittg up in a menacing manner to Sir Cau. 

Sir Cau. How lafh my filthy Carcafe i 1 defy 

thee Satan 

Sit Feeb. 'Twas thus he faid. 

Sir Cau. Let who's will fay it, he lies in'a Throat. 
■ Sir Feeb. How, the Ghoftly— huth— have a care— for 

^was the Ghod of Belmour Oh ! hide that bleeding 

Wound, it chills my Soul 1— [Runs to Ike Lady Fulbank. 

L. Ful. What bleeding Wound % — Heavens, are you 
frantick, Sir ? 

5itFeeb. No— but for want of refl, I fhall e'er Morning. 
— She's gone — flie's gone — (he's gone — [He weeps. 

Sir Cau. Ay, ay, flie'a gone, (he's gone indeed. 

[He weeps. 

Sir/irf.- BullethergOjfoJ may nev"- ' - "^ " ' - ' 

fill Vifion harkye Sir a word in 

have a care of manying a young Wife. 

Sir Cau. Ay, but I have married one 

Six Feeb. Haft thoul Divorce her— I 

I depart be gone, ihell cuckold thi 

cuckold thee. 

Sir Cau. Ay, Brother, but whofe fault 
Why, arc not you married ) 
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Sir Fub, Mum no words on't, unlcTa you'll have 

ihe Obofl about your Ears ; part widi your Wife, I by, 
or clfe (he Devil will part ye. 

I_ Ful. Pray go to Bed, Sir, 

Sir Fetb. Yes, for I Ihall Reep now, I (hall lie alone ; 

Ah Fool, old dull befotted Fool to think (he'd lo^e 

me— 'twas by bafe means 1 galn'd her coKO'd an 

honed Ocnilcman of Fame and Lif e 

L. Ful. You did fo, Sir, but 'tis not paft Redrefs 

yon may make that honeA Gentleman amends. 

Sir Fetb. Oh wou'd I could, fo I gave half my Eftate— 

L. Ful. That Penitence ntones with him and Heaven. 
Come forth Leticia, and your injur'd Ghoft. 

Sir Feeb. Hah, Ghoft another Sight would make 

mc mad indeed. 

Btl. Behold me. Sir, I have no Terror now. 

Sir Fab. Hah who's that, Frartat !— my Nephew 

Francitl 

BtL Belmour, or Franda, chuCe you which 70U like, 
and I am either. 

Sir Fteb. Hah, Belrwur ! and no Ghoft ? 

Bit Btlmour and not your Nephew, Sir. 

Sir Fisb. But art ative ? Ods bobs I'm glad on't, Sii^ 
rah; 
But are you real Btlmour^ 

Btl. As fure as I'm no Ghoft. 

Gay. We all can witnefs for him. Sir. 

Sir Feeb. Where be the Minftrels, we'll haire a Dance— 
adod we will- — Ah — —art thou there, thou cozening 

little Chits-face 1 a Vengeance on thee thou raxd- 

eft mc an old doting loving Coxcomb but I forgi' 

thee —and give thee all thy Jewels, and you ■ " 

Pardon, Sir, fo vou'll give me mine ; for 1 find 
young Knaves will be too hard for us. 

BeL You are fo genetous. Sir, that 'Eis almcrfl 
grid 1 receive the Blefllng of Lelicin. 

Sir Feeb. No, no, thou dcfervcft her ; fhe would 
made an old fond Blockliead of mc^ and atue way or 

ther you wou'd have had her ods bobs you wou'd — 

EhUt 
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Enttr Bearjeft, Diana, Pert, Bredwel, and Noifey. 
Bear. Jullice Sir, Juflice — 1 have been cheated — abulad 
— SflalTmated and ravifllt ! 

Sir Cau. How my Nt-phew ravifht 1 

Pert. No, Sir, I am his Wife. 

Sir Cau. Hum My Heir marry a Chamber-maid I 

Bear. Sir, you routl know I Hole away Mrs. Dy, and 

I brought her to Wn^s Chamber here to many her. 

' Sir Fitb. My Daughter Dy ftobi 

Bear. But I being to go to the Devil a little, Sir, 
I whip— what does he, but marries her himfelf, Sir i snd 

I fbb'd me ofl here with my Lady's call Petticoat 

Nci. Sir. Ale's a Gentlewcmian, and my Sifter, Sir. 
Pert. Madam, 'twas a pious Fraud, if it were one ; 

Ibr I was contrafled to him before — fee here it is 

[Give! it 'tm. 
Alt. A plain Cafe, a plain Cafe. 

Sir Feeh. Harkye, Sir, have yon had the Impudence to 
I many my Daughter, Sir i 

[To Bredwel, who with Diana kneelt. 
Bred. Yes, Sir, and humbly ask your Pardon, and 

* your Blefling 

Sir Feth. You will ha't, whether 1 will or not— rife, 
/ou are (lili 100 hard for us : Come Sir, forgive your Ne- 

Sir Cau. Well, Sir, I will but all this while you 

little think the Tribulation 1 am in, my Ladyhasfbifwom 
roy Bed. 

Sir Feeb. Indeed, Sir, the wifer fhe. 
Sir Cau. For only performing my Promic to this Gen- 
Sir Feei. Ay, you (howed her the Difference, Sir ; 
' you're a wife man. Come, dry your Eyes — and reft your 
felf conienied, we are a couple of old Coxcombs ; d'ye 
hear. Sir, Coxcombs. 

Sir Ctiu. I grant it. Sit ; and if 1 die Sir, I bequeath my 
Lady to you^with my whole Eftate— my Nephew has 
too much already for a Fool. [TV Gayman. 

Gay. I thank you, Sir— do you confent, my Julia ! 

L s L. Fu/. 
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L. Ful. No, Sir— you do not like me — a canvafs B^ 
of wooden Ladles were a better Bcd-felJow. 

Gay. Cruel Tannentor I Oh 1 could Idll my felf with 
Ihune and anger ! 

L. Ful. Come hither, Bredwtl -witnefs for my Ho- 
nour — that I had no defign upon his Perfon, but that of 
trying hij ConAancy. 

Bred. Believe me. Sir, 'tis true — I feigned a danger 
near juft as you got to Bed — and I was the kind De- 
vil, Sir, that brought the Gold to you. 

Btar. And you were one of the Devils that beat me, 
and the Captain faere, Sir) 

Gay. No, triily, Sir, thofe were fame I hired — to beat 
you for abufmg me to day. 

Noi. To make you 'mends, Sir, I bring you the cer- 
tttio News of the death of Sir Thomas Gaymart, your Un- 
cle, who has left you two thoufand pounds a year 

Gay. I thank vou, Sir 1 beard the news before. 

Sir Cau. HoVs this ; Mr. Cayman, my Lady's firfl 
Lover? I find. Sir Feeble, we were a couple of old Fools 
indeed, to think at our age to cozen too lufty young 
Fellows of their MillrefTcs ; 'tis no wonder that both the 
Men and the Women have been too hard for us ; we are 
not fit Matches for either, that's the tnith on't. 

That Warrior needs muft to his Rival yield. 
Who comet with iiunUd Weapons to the field. 
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E P I LOGUE. 

Written by a Perfon of Quality, Spo- 
ken by Mr. Bettertan. 

T O N G have we turtCd the point of our juft Rage 
I y On the half Wits, and Criticks of the Age. 
Oftnas thefoft^ infipid Sonneteer 
In Nice and Flutter,y5?«» his Fop-face here. 
Well was the ignorant lampooning Pack ; 
Ofjhatterhead Rhymers wnipd on Craffe/j back 
Jbutfuch a trouble Weed is Foetajitery 
The lower *tis cut down^ it grows the/afler, 
Tho Satire then hadfuch a plenteous crop. 
An after Match of Coxcombs is come up ; 
Who not content falfe Poetry to renew , 
Byfottifh Cenfures woi/d condemn the true. 

Let writing like a Gentleman fine appear y 

But mufl you needs judge too en Cavalier f 
Thofe whiftling Criticks, Uis our AutKrefs fears ^ 
And humbly begs a Trial by her Peers : 
Or let a Pole of Fools her fate pronounce. 
Therms no great harm in a good quiet Dunce, 
Butfhield her, Heaven ! from the left-handed blow 
O fairy Blockheads who pretend to know, 
Ondownright Dulnefs let her rather fplit. 
Than be Fop-mangled under colour of Wit, 

Hear me, ye Scribling Beaus, 

Why will you infheer Rhyme, without oneflroke 
Of Poetry, Ladies jufl Dijfdain provoke, 
And addrefs Songs to whom you never f poke ? 
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/« doUM Hymns for dying Feloni Jit, 
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Why do you tax their Eyti, and blamt tMeir IVUt 
Vnju/Uy of the Innocent you complain, 
'Til Bulkers give, and Tu6s tnufl curt your pm». 
Why in Lampot$u tvlll you your Jelves rrvtU% 
'Til true, none tlfe will think it worth their wkiUi 
But thut you're hid/ eh, 'tis a peHtiek Felth,- 
So fame have kang'd themfelves to cafe Jack Ketcb. 
Jujlly your Friends and Mijtrejfes you blame 
For being fo they viell deftrve the Jham^, 
'Tit the •worfl/candal to have borne that nanu. 
'At Poetry of late, and fuck -whofe Skill 
Excels your own, ^ou t^rt a feeble Qfiill; 
Well may ymt rail at what you ape fo ill. 
With virtuous Women, and all Men o/' Worth, 
You're in a flaie of mortal War by Birth. 
Nature in all her Alont-t-ights n/er knew 
Two things fo appofiU as Them and You. 
On fuch your Muje her utmo^ fury fpends, 
They're fiander'd •aiorfs than any but your Friend. 
More years may teaok you better; the mean while, 
If you can't mend your Morals, mend your Stylt. 



' Sea Iha lau SoiLc oa Poetrjr. 
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THE 



For CD Marriage; 



OR, THE 



Jealous Bridegroom, 



PROLOGUE. 



Allants^ our Poets have of late fo u^dye^ 
In Play and Prologue too/o much abused ye^ 
Thatfliould we beg your aidsy I jujllyfear^ 
Y^refo incen^dyoid hardly lend it here. 
But when againft a common Foe we arm^ 
Eack'.will ajjlft to guard his own concern. 
Women thofe charming Vigors, in who/e Eyes 
Lie all their Arts, and their Artilleries ^ 
Not being contented with the Wounds they made^ 
Would by new Stratagems our Lives invade. 

Beauty 
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Beauty tdotu goes luno at too ehiop rates ; 

And therefore th^, like -wife and politick StaUs, 

Court a ne-w Power that may Ike oU/upply, 

To keep as well as gain the Vidory. 

They II join the farce of Wit to Beauty now. 

And fa maintain the Right they have inyotc. 

If the vain Sex this privilege Jh&uld baaft, 

Pqfl cure of a declining Fau vi^re lofl. 

Yolillnever know the blifs of Change; this Art 

Retrieves {when Beauty fades) the waiidring Heart ; 

Andtho the airy Spirits move no mare, 

Wit Mil invites, as Beauty £d before. 

To day one of their Party ventures out. 

Not with deflgn to conquer, but tofcout. 



Difcourage but tkisjirfl attempt, and then 
They II hardly dare to folly out a^n. 
The Poelefs too, they fay, has Spies abroad. 



Which have difperfd tkemfelves in eveiy 

rth' upper Box, Pit, Galleries ; every Face 

You find difguis'd in a Black Velvet Cafe. 

My Life oiit ; is her Spy on purpofefenl. 

To hold you in a wanton Compliment ; 

That fa you may not cenfure what ih^as writ. 

Which done, they face you down 'twas full of Wit. 

Thus, while fame common Prixe you nope to win. 

You let the Tyrant ViSor enter in. 

I beg to day yoi^d faf that humour by. 

Tilt your Rencounter at the Nurfery ; 

Where they, like CenHnels from duty free. 

May meet and wanton with the Bnemy. 



Enter an Aflrefs. 



Mow haft thou labout'd to fubvert in vain. 

What OHC poor Smile of ours calls home again 

Can any fee that glorious Sight, and fay [Woman pointing 

A Woman fitaU not Victor prove to day t to (he Ladies. 

Who ift that to their Beauty would fubmt. 

And yet refu/e the Fetters of their Witi 



n 



ing I 

e& 1 




PROLOGUE. 355 

He tells you tales of Stratagems and Spies ; 
Can they need Art that havejuch powerful Eyes ? 
Believe me^ Gallants, h^as abu^dyou all ; 
Therms not a Vizard in our whole Cabal : 
Thofe are but Pickeroons that fcour for prey. 
And catch up all they meet with in their way \ 
Who can no Captives take, for all they do 
Is pillage ye, tnen gladly let you 20. 
Ours f corns the petty Spoils, and do prefer 
The Glory not the Interefi of the War : 
But yet our Forces fhall obliging prove, 
Impofing naught but Confiancy in Lav ; 
Tnafs all our Aim, and when we have it too, 
W^llfacrifice it all to pleafure you. 



Dramatis 



Dramatis Perfonie. 



/'^i7ij«(£r^, his Son, betrothed to £r»M'«i J, Mr. Smith. 
Alcippus, Favourite, in love with Er- 1 j^^ BtUtrU*^. 

Orguliui, late General, Father to Er- 1 j^ fJnrrit 

AUander, Friend to the Prince, in love 1 «. v_^_ 
with Aminta, \ ""• ^"^V" 

Pi/ara, Friend to the Young Ce&enl i m 
AMppui. t «' 

Falatius, a fantaftick Courtier. Mr. Angd. 

Labrec, his Man. 

CUontius, Servant to the Prince, and 
Brother to IfiUi/i, 



I Mr. Cnsby. 



WOMEN. 



Galatea, Daughter to the King, 

£rM(Hut, Daughtei " 
to the Prince, 

Aminta, Siaer to Pi/a 
A homier, 

Olinda, Sifter ioAUatidcr, Maid of Ho- 
nour to the Princefs, 

Ifiliia, Sifter to Cleontius, Woman to 
Erminia, 

Ly/etti, Woman to AmtHta. 



Mrs. yeHHtmgt. 
Mrs, Clougk. 
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Scene within iJu Court of V R A N C E. 




( =57 ) 



ACT I. SCENE I. 



I Enter King, Philander, Orgulius, Alcippus, Alcander, 
Pifaro, Qeontius, Falatius ; ivid Officers. 



Bei'ond the common duly of a Subjefl ? 
Phi. Believe me, Sir, he merits all 
your Bounty, 
1 only took example by his Aaions ; 
And all the part tfth' Viiflory which 1 gain'd, 
Was butderiv'd from him. 

King. Brave Youth, whofe Infant years did bring us 
Conquefls ; 
And as thou grew'ft to Man^ thou grew'ft in Glory, 
And haft arriv'd to fuch a pitch of it. 
As all the ilothful Youth that fhall fucceed the^ 
Shall meet reproaches of thy early Aflions : 
When Men /hall fay, thus did the brave Alcippus \ 
And that great Name Ihall every Soul infpire 
With Emulation to arrive at fomelhing, 
That's worthy of Example. 

Aldp. I muft confefs I had the honour, Sir, 
To lead on twenty thoufand lighting Men, 
WTiom Fortune gave the Glory of the Day to. 
I only bid them fight, and they obc/d me ; 
But 'twas my Prince that taught them how to do fo. 

King. I do believe Philander warts no courage ; 
But what he did was to prcfcrve his own. 
But thine the pure effefls of higheft Valour ; 
for which, if ought below my Crown can recompenfe. 
Name it, and take it, as the price of it. 

3 — 17 Alap. 
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Alcip. The Duty which we pay your Majefty, 
Ought to be fueh, as what wc pay the Gods j 
Which always bears its Recompencc about it. 

King. Yet Tuffer me to make thee fomc return, 
Tho not for thee, yet to incourage Virtue. 
I know thy Soul is generous enough, 
To think a glorious Art rewards it feif. 
But thofe wno underAaad not To much Virtue, 
Will call it my neglefl, and want of Gratitude ; 
In this thy Modefly will wrong thy King. 
Alcippus, by this paufe you feem to doubt 
My Power or Will ; in both you are to blame. 

Alcip. Your pardon, Sir ; 1 never had a thought 
That could be guilty of fo great a Sin. 
That I was capable to do you fervicc, 
Was the mod grateful Bounty Heaven alloVd nu^ 
And I no jullcr way could own that BlefTing, 
Than to irnploy the Gift for your rcpofe 

King. 1 (hall grow angry, and believe your Pride 
Wouldput the guilt off on your Modefty, 
Which would refufe what that believes below it. 

Phil. Your Majefty thinks too feverely of him ; 
Permit me, Sir, to recompenfc his Valour, 
I faw the wonders on't, and thence may piefs 
In fome De^n^eej what mav be worthy (rf it. 

King. I like It well, and till thou haft perform'd h, 
1 will diveft my lelf of all my Power, 
And give it thee, till thou haft made him great 

Fkil. 1 humbly thank you. Sir 

[Bows to ihe King, Uikes the Staff fi-OM Orgutiua^ 
and gives it to Alcippus, who looks amaatdfy. 
And here do 1 create him General. 
You feem to wonder, as if I dihtoffefs'd 
The brave Orgulfus ; but be pleas'd 10 know. 
Such Reverence and Refpert 1 owe that Lord, 
As had himfclf not made it hjs Petition, 
1 fooncr ftiould have parted with my Right, 
Than have difcharg'd my debt by injuring him. 

King. Orgulim, are you wiling to rcfign it? 

Org. 
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Or^. With your pcrmiflion. Sir, moft willingly ; 
His vigorous Youth is fitter for't than Age, 
Which now has rendei'd me uncapable 
Of what Ihal can with more fuccefs perform. 
My Heart and Wilhes are the Tame they were, 
But Time has quite depriv'd me of that power 
That (hould aflift a happy Conqueror. 

King- Vet Time has added a httle to your years, 
Since I reftor'd you to this great Command, 
And then you thought it not unfit for you. 

Org, Sir, was it fit I fhould refufe your Grace ? 
That was your ail of Mercy : and I took it 
To clear my Innocence, and reform the Errors 
Which thole receiv'd who did believe me guilty, 
Or that my Crimes were greater than that Mercy. 
I loolt it. Sir, in fcom of thofe that hate me. 
And now rcfign it to the Man you love. 

Kitt^. We need not this proof to confirm thy Loyalty ; 
Nor am 1 yet fo barren of Rewards, 
But 1 can find a way, without depriving 
Thy noble Head of its viifiorious Wreaths, 
To crown another's Temples. 

Org. 1 humbly beg your Majefty's confent 10% 
If you believe Ala'pfiuj-vianh.y of it ; 
The generous Youth I have bred up to Battles- 
Taught him to overcome, and ufe that Conqudt 
As modeftly as his fubmiffive Captive, 
His Melancholy, (but his eafy Fetters) 
To meet Death's Horrors with undaunted looks ; 
How to defpife the Hardlhips of a Siege ; ' 

To fufFer Cold and Hunger, want of Sleep. ( 

Nor knew he other rcfl than on his Horfc-back, 
Where he would fit and take a hearty Nap ; 
And then too dreamt of fighting. 
I could continue on a day in telling 
The Wonders of this Warrior. 

King, I credit all, and dofubmit to you. 
But yet Alcippus feems difpleas'd with it. 

Albip. Ah, Sir I too late 1 find my Confidence 
Has overcome me unhappy Bafhfulncfs ; 
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I had an humbler Suit to approach you with ; 

But this unlook'd for Honour 

Has Toon confounded all my Icfler aims. 

As were they not efTetiiial to my Being, 

1 durft not name them after what f have done. 

King. It is not well to think my Kindnefs limited ; 
This, from the Prince you hold, the next from me : 
Be what it will, I here declare it thine. 

Upon my life, defigns upon a Lady; 

I guefs it from thy Btulhing. 

Name her, ajid here thy King engages for her. 

Phi. Oh Gods ! What have I done ? \Afide. 

Alcip. Ermima, Sir. — \Bav;s. 

Phi. I'mruinU \AJidt. 

King. Aleifpus, with her Father's leave, (he's thmc. 

Ore. Sir, 'lis my Aim and Honour, 

Phi. Aleippus, is't a time to think of Weddings, 
When the diforder'd Troops require your Prefence ? 
You muft to the Camp to morrow. 

Aldp. You need not urge that Duty to me, Sir. 

King. A Day or two will linifh that affair, 
And then well confummate the happy Day, 
When all the Court thall celebrate your Joy. 

{They aU go out, but Alcan. Pifa. and Fal. 

Pif. Falalio, you are a fwift Horfeman ; 
1 beUeve you have a Miilrefs at Court, 
You made fuch hafle this Morning. 

Fal. By "Jtnie, Pi/aro, I am weary enough of the 
Campaign ; and till 1 had loll fighi of it, 

I clapt on all my Spurs 

But what ails Alcaaderi 

Pif. What, difpleas-d ? 

Alcan. It may be fo, what then 1 

Pif. Then thou mayft be pleas'd again, 

Alcan. Why the Devil (hould I rejoice I 
Becaufe I fee another rais'd above me ; 
Let him be great, and damn'd with all his Grcatnefs. 

Pif. Thou mean'ft Aleippus, who 1 think merits it. 

Alcan. What is't that thou cal'ft Merit ? 
He fought, it's true, fodid you, and I, 

And 
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I And gain'd as much as he o'th Viflory, 
I But he in the Triumphal Oiariot rc>de, 
[ "Whilft we ador'd him hke a Demi-God. 

wilh the Prince an equal welcome found, 
I Was with like Garlands, tho Icrs Merit, crown'd. 

Fill. He's in the right for that, by Jove. 

Pi/, Nay, now you wrong him, 

Akan. Wha.t's he? I fhould not fpeak my fenfc of 

Pif. He is our General. 
AUan. What then ? 
t What is't that he can do, which HI decline? 
I Has he more Youth, more Strength, or Aims than I ? 
I Gui he preferve himfelf i'th' heat of the Biiitle J 
I Or con he fmgly fight a whole Brigade ? 
[ Can he receive a thoufand Wounds, and iivt P 
Fal. Can you or he do fo t 
Akan. 1 do not fay 1 can; but tell me then, 
I' Where be the Virtues of this mighly Man, 
l| That he ihould brave it over all the relt ? 
I Pif. Faith he has many Virtues, and much Courage ; 
pjAnd merits it as well as you or I : 
Orgulius was grown old. 
Alcan. What then ? 
Pif. Why then he was unfit for"!, 
But that he had a Daughter that was yonug. 

Alcan. Yes, he might have lain by, like rufly Amour, 
dfe. 

Had fhe not brought him into play again ; 
I'The Devil take her for't. 

Fal. By Jo've, he's diiTatisf/d with every thing. 

Alcan. She has undone my Prince, 

KAnd he has mod unluckily difann'd himfelf, 

T And put the Sword into his Rival's hand, 

{ Who will return it to his grateful Bofom. 

Phi. Why, you believe Akippiis honed 

Alcan. Yes, in your ktiie, I't/aro, 
But do not like the lafl demand he made ; 
Twasbut an ill return upon his Prince, 
To beg his Miflrefs, rather challeng'd her. 
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pi/. His ignorance that (he w&s fo, may excofe him. 

AkoH. The Devil "twill, doll think he knew it not ! 

Pif. Orgulitts lUU defign'd him for Ermittia \ 
And If the Piince be difoblig'd from this, 
He only ought to take it ill from him. 

Aican. Too much, Pi/aro, you excufe his Pride, 
But 'tis the Office of a Friend to do fo. 

Pi/. Tis true, I aro not ignorant of this. 
That he defoifes other Recompence 
For all his Services, but fair Mrminia, 
I know 'tis long fince he refign'd his Heart, 
Without fo raach as telling her (he conquer'd ; 
And yet (he lenew he lov'd ; whilft. Ihe, ingmtc, 
Repa/d his Pa(Gon only with her Scorn. 

Aican. In laving him, (he'd more ingrateful prove 
To her (ird Vows, to R^on, and to Love. 

Pi/. For that, Alcaiider, you know more than I. 

Fal. Why fore Aminla will iodrufl her better, 
She's as inconflant as the Seas and Winds, 
Which ne'er are calm but to batray Adventurers. 

Akan. How came you by that knowledge, Sir f 

Fal. Whftt a Pox makes him ask me that quelUon now ? 
{A/uU. 

Pi/. Prithee, ^/fu/ifll-r-, now we talk of her. 
How go the Amours 'iwixt you and my wild Siiler X 
Can you fpeak yet, or do you tcU your tale 
With Eyes and Sighs, as you were wont to do ? 

Aican. Faith much at that old rate, Pi/aro, 
I yet have no incouragemcnt from her 
To make my Court in any other language. 

Pi/, You'll bring her to't, (he mud be overcome. 
And you're the littcft for her (ickle Humour. 

Akan. PoK on't, this Chai^ will fpoil our making 

We muft be fad, and follow the Court-Mode : 
My life on't, you'll fee defperate doings here j 
The Eagle will not part fo with his Prey ; 
JCnnittia was not gain'd fo eafily, 

To be refign'd fo tamely. But come, my Lord, 

This will not fatisfy our appetites. 

Let's 
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Lrfs In to Dinner, and when warm with Wine, 
We (hall be fitter (or a new Defign. 

\Thtygoout. 7aLJlays. 

Fal. Now I am in very fine condition, 
A comlortablc one, as I take it : 
X have venlur'd my Life to fomc purpofe now ; 
What confounded luck was this, that he of all men 
Living, Ihould happen to be my Rival I 
WeO, I'll go vilit Atninta, and fee how 

She receives me. 

Why, where a deuce haft thou difpos'd of 

Enter L^bree. 
Thy felf all this day ? I will be bound lo be 
Jlang'd if thou haft not a hankering- after 
Some young Wench ; thou couldft never loiter 
Thus elfe j but 111 forgive thee now, and prilhce go 10 
My Lady Aminta's Lodging ; kifs ber hand 
From me ; and tell her, I am juft returned from 
The Campain ! mark that word, Sirrah. 

LaA. I (hall, Sir, 'tis truth. 

J^al. Well, thAt's all one ; but if (he ftiould 
Demand any thing concerning me, (for 
Love's inquiftiive) doft hear ? as to my Valour, or fo. 
Thou underftand ft me ; tell her 
I afled as a man that pretends to the glory of 
Serving her. 

Lti/i. I warrant you, Sir, for a Sp«ech. 

Fa/. Nay. thou mayft fpeak as well too much 
As too little ; have a care of that, doft hear ? 
And if fhe ask what Wounds I have, doft mind tne f 
Tell her I have many, very many. 

L<ifi. But whereabouts, Sir? 

Fal Let me fc* let me fee : I know not where 

To place them 1 think in my Face. 

LaA. By no means, Sir, you had much better 
Have them in your Pofteriars : for then ihc Ladies 
Can never difprove you ; they'll not look there. 

Fa/. The fooner, you Fool, for the Rarity on't. 

Lai. Sir, the Novelty is not fo great, I a(rure you. 

Fa/. 
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FaL Go to, y'are wicked ; 
Bui 1 mU have them in my Face. 

Lab. With ail my heart, Sir, but how 1 

Fal. I'll wear 3 patch or two there, and I'll 
WaiTa.Dt you for pretending as much as any man ; 
And who, you Fool, fhall know the fallacy ? 

Lab. That, Sir, will all Chat know you, both in the 
Court and Camp. 

Fai. Mark me, Latrte, once for all ; if thou taked 
Delight continually thus to put me in mind of 
My want of Courage, 1 (hall undoubtedly 
Fall foul on thee, and give the moft fatal proof 
Of more than thou cxpe^dL 

Lab. Nay, Sir, 1 have done, and do believe 'tis onljr 
I dare fay you are a man of Prowefs. 

Fal. Leave thy Gtnple fancies, and go about tliy bufi- 

Lab. I am gone ; but hark my Lord, 
If I Ihould fay your Face were wounded, 
The Ladies would fear you had loft your Beauty. 

Fal. O never trouble your head for that, Amt'itla 
Is a Wit, and your Wils care not how ill-favour'd 
Their Men be, the more ugly the better. 

Lah. An't be fo, you'll fit them to a hair. 

Fal. Thou art a Coxcomb, to think a man of my 
Quality needs the advantage of Handfomnefs r 
A trifle as infignilicant as Wit or Valour ; poor 
Nothings, which Men of Fortune ought to defpife. 

Lab. Why do you then keep fucha ftir, to gain 
The reputation of this thing you fo defpife? 

Fal To pleafelhe peeviih humour of a Woman, 
Who in that point only is a FooL 

Lab. You had a Millrefs once, if you have not forgot- 
ten her, who would have taken you with all thcfe faults. 

Fal. There was fo : but (he was poor, that's the 

Devil, I could have lov'd her elfe. But go thy ways 1 

what daft thou mufc on 1 

Lai. Faith, Sir, I am only fearful you will never pafs 
'jeak of. 
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Fai. Thou ncver-to-be-reclaim'd Afs, ihall I never 

bring thee to apprehend as thou oiight'ft ? I tell thee, I 

will pafs and repais, where and how I pleafe ; know'ft 

thou not the difference yet, between a Man of Money and 

I Titles, and a Mao of only Parts, as they call them ; poor 

[ Devils, of no Mien nor Garb: Well, 'tis a fine and fru- 

d thing, this Honour, it covers a multitude of Faults ; 

ven Ridicule in one of us is a-la-mode. But I detain 

L thee ! go hallc to Ammla. [Extmit/tveraliy. 

SCENE II. 

EttUr GJtlatea, Atninta, and Olinda. 

Gal. Will Erminia come f 

OH. Madam, I thought flie'd been already here. 

Gal. But prithee how does fhc fuppori this news J 

OIL Madam, as tliofe unreconciled to Heaven 
Would bear the pangs of death. 
J Am. Time will convince her of that foolilh error, 
Of thinking a brisk young Husband a torment. 

Gid. What young Husband ? 

Am. The GencraJ, Madam. 

Gal. Why doll thou think Ihe will confent to it 1 

Aft. Madajn, I cannot tell, the World's inconrtanL 

Gal. Ay, Aminta, in every thing but Love ; 
I And fure they cannot be in that : 
I What fa/ft thou, Olinda ? 
I Olu Madam, my Judgment's naught. 
I XiOve I have treated as a (Iranger Gued, 
I Receiv'd him weli, not lodg'd him in my BreaA. 
I 1 ne'er duril give the unknown Tyrant room ; 
Lell he fliould make his reAing place his hom& 

Gal. Then thou art happy ; but if Erminia fail, 
I I Ihall not live to reproach her. 

Am. Nay, Madam, do not think of dying yet: 
I There is a way, if wc could think of it. 

Gal. Aminta, when wilt thou this Humour lofe? 

Am. Failb never, if I might my Humour chufe. 

Gal. Methinks thou now fliould'ft blulh to bid me live. 

Am. Madam, 'lis the beA counfel I can give. 
Vol. III. M Gal. 
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Gal. Thy Counfel ! Prithee what do(l counTel now i 

Am. What I would take my felf 1 counfel you. 

Gal. You muA my Wounds and my Misfortunes bear 
Before you can become my Counfcller. 
You cannot guels the Torments I endure : 
Not knowing the DLfeafe you'll mifs the Cure, 

A$H. Phyficians, Madam, can the Patient heal 
Altho the Malady they ne'er did feel i 
But your Dileafe is epidemical, 
Nor can 1 that evade that conquers alL 
I lov'd, and never did like pleaiure know, 
Which Paffion did with time lefs vigorous grow. 

Gal. Why, haft thou loft it ? 

Am. It, and half a fcore. 

Gal. Lofmg the lirft, fure thou couldft love no more. 

Am. With more facility, thaji when the Dart 
Arm'd with refiftlefs fire firft feii'd my Heart ; 
Twas long then e'er the Boy could entrance get. 
And make his Uttlc Viflory complcat ; 
But now he'as got the knack on*!, 'tis with eafe 
He domineers, and enters when he pleafe. 

Gal. My Heart, Arninla, is not like to thine. 

Am. Faith Madam try, youTl find it juft like mine. 
The firft I lov'd was Philaclei, and then 
Made Protcftations ne'er to love again, 
Yet after left him for a faithlefs crime ; 
But then I langulfht even to death for him ; 

But Love who fuffei'd me to take no reft, 

New fire-halls threw, the old fcarce difpoffeft ; 
And by the greater flame the leffer light, 
Like Candles in the Sun eMinguifh'd quitCj 
And left no power Aleatuter to refift. 
Who took, and keeps poffeflion of my breaft. 

Gay. An thou a Lover then, and look'ft fo ga]^ 
But thou haft ne'er a Father to obey. \SighiMg. 

Am. Why, if I had I would obey him too. 

Gal. And live ? 

Am. And live. 

Cal. 'Tis more than 1 can do. 

EnUr 
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Enter Ennmia wetting. 

Thy Eyes, Eriitinia, do declare ihy Heart 

[Gal. nifils her, embracer her, andwups. 

Has nothing but Defpairs and Death t" impart, 
I And I alas, no Comfort can apply. 

But I as well as you can weep and die. 
f Er. I'll not reproach my Fortune, fince in you 
I Grief does the noblcft of your Sex fubduej 
I When your great Soul a forrow can admit, 
\ I ought to fuffer from the lenfe of it ; 
r Your caufc of grief loo much like inine appears, 
I Not to oblige my Eyes to double tears ; 
I And had my heart no fcntimcnts at home, 

My part in yours had doubtless till'd the room. 

But mine will no addition more receive, 
I Fate has bcftow'd the woril Ihe had to give ; 

Your mighty Soul can all its rage oppofe, 
I Whi!(l mine mull perifli by more feeble blows. 
Gal. Indeed I iiare not fay my caufe of grief 

Does yours exceed, fince both are pail relief? 

But if your Fates unequal do appear, 

Erminia, 'tis my heart that odds mull bear, 
Er. Madam, 'tis jufl. I fhould to you refign, 

But here you challenge what is only mine : 

My Fate fo cruel is, it will not give 

Liive to Philander (if I die) to live : 

Might I but fuffer ail, 'iwerc fome content, 

But who can live and fee this languilhment I 

You, Madam, do alone your Sorrows bear. 

Which would be lets, did but Akippus ihare ; 

As Lovers we agree, I'll not deny, 

But thou art lov^d again, fo am not I. 
Er. Madam, that grief the better is fuftain'd. 

That's for a lofs that never yet was gain'd ; 

You only loie a man that does not know 

How great the honour is which you bellow ; 

Who dares not hope you love, or if he did, 

Your Greatnefs would his juft return forbid ; 

His humble thoughts duril ne'er to you afpire, 

At moA he would prefume but to admire ; 
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Or if it chane'd he duril more daring proi-e. 
You (lili mud languifli and conceal your Love. 

Gal. This which you argue leffens not my Pain, 
My OriePs the fame were I belov'd again. 
The King my Father would his promife keep, 
And thou mud him enjoy for whom I weep. 

Er. Ah would I could that fatal gift deny \ 
Without him you ; azid with him, I mull die ; 
My Soul your royal Brother doea adore, 
And I, all PalTion, but from him, abhor ; 
But if I muft th' unfuit Alcippus wed, 
I vow he ne'er (hall come into my Bed. 

Gal. That's bravely fwom, and now I love thee more 
Than e'er I was oblig'd to do before, 
— But yet Erminia, guard thee from his Eyes, 
Where fo much Love, and fo much Beauty lies ; 
Thofe charms may conquer thee, which made me bow. 
And make thee love as well as break this Vow. 

Er. Madam, it is unkind, tho hut to fear 
Ought but Philander can inhabit here. 

[Lays her hand on her heart. 

Gal. Ah, that Alcippus did not you approve. 
We then might hope thefe mifchiefs to remove ; 
The King my Father might be won by Prayer, 
And my too powerful Brother's fad defpiair, 
To break his word, which kept will us undo : 
And he will lofe his dear Philander too. 
Who dies and can no remedies receive : 
But vows that 'tis for you alone hell live, 

Er. Ah Madam, do not lell me how he dies, 
I've feen too much already in his Eyes : 
They did the forrows of his Soul betray. 
Which need not be confefl another way : 
Twas there I found what ray misfortune was, 
Too fadly written in his lovely face. 
But fee, my Father comes : Madam, withdraw a whilf^ 
And once again 111 try my interefl with him, \Ex*uhL 
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SCENE III. ■ 

Enter Orgulius, Erminia "weeping, and Idlia. 
Er. Sir, does your fataJ refolution hold ? 
Org. Away, away, you are a fooliih Girl, 
I And look with loo much pride upon your Beauty ; 

Which like a gaudy flower that fprings too foOD, 
I Withers e'er fully blown. 
I Your very Tears already have betray'd 

Its weak inconftant nature ; 
I Alcippus, Ihould he look upon thee now, 
"Would fwear thou wert not that fine thing he lov'd. 
Er. Why Ihould that bleffing turn to my defpair, 
Curfe on his Faith Ihat told him I was fair. 

Org. 'Tis tlrange to me you (hou'd defpifethis Fortune. 
' I always thought you well inciin'd to love him, 
I would not elfe have thus difpos'd of you. 

Er. I humbly thank you. Sir, tho.'t be too late. 
' And with you yet would try to change my Fate ; 

What to Alcippus you did Love believe, 
I Was fuch a Friendfhip as might well deceive ; 
I Twas what kind SiAers do to Brothers pay ; 
I Alcippus I can love do other way. 

Sir, lay the Intereft of a Father by. 

And give mc leave this Lover to deny. 

Org. Erminia, ihou art young, and canft not fee 
The advantage of the Fortune oHcr'd thee. 
Er. Alas, Sir, there is fomething yet behind. \Sighs, 
Org, What is't, Erminia ? freely fpeak thy mind. 
Er. Ah Sir, I dare not, you inrag'd will grow. 
Org. Erminia, you have feldom found me fo ; 
If no mean PalTion have thy Soul poflell. 
Be what it will I can forgive the reft. 

Er. No Sir, it is no crime, or if it be, 
Let Prince Philander make the Peace for me ; 
He 'twas that taught the Sin (if Love be fuch.) 

Org. Erminia, peace, he taught you then too much. 
Er. Nay, Sir, you promis'd me you wou'd not blame 
My early Love, if 'twere a noble Flame. 

M 3 Org. 
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Org. Then this a more unhappy could not be \ 
Deftioy it, or expefl to hear of me. [Offers to go 

Er. Alas, I know 'twould anger you, when known. 

Org. Erminia, yon are wondrous daring grown, 
Where got you coumgc to admit hia Love, 
Before the King or I did it approve ) 

Er. I borrow'd Courage from my Innocence, 
And my own Virtue, Sir, was my defence. 
Philander never fpoke but from a Soul, 
That ail diflioneft l^alTions can contmul j 
With Flames as chafte as Veftals that did burn, 
From whence I borrow'd mine, to make return. 

Org. Your Love from Foily, not from Virtue grew 
You never could believe he'd marry you. 

Er. Upon my life no other thing he fpok«^ 
But ihofe from diftates of his Honour took. 

Org. Tho by his fondnefs led he were content 
To marry thee, the King would ne'er confent. 
Ceafe then this fruitlels PafRon, and incline 
Your Will and Reafon to agree with mine, 
A Icippus 1 difpos'd you to before, 
And now I am Inclin'dto it much more. 
Some days I had defign'd tTiave given thee 
To have prepar'd for this folemnity ; 
But now my fccond thoughts beheve it fit, 
You (houM this night to my defires fubmit. 

Er. This night I Ah Sir, what is't you mean to dc 

Org. Prcferve my Credit, and thy Honoitf too. 

Er. By fuch refolves you me to ruin bring. 

Org. That's better than to difoblige my King, 

Er. But if the King his liking do afford. 
Would you not with Aldppus break your word ? 
Or would you not to ferve your Prince's life. 
Permit your Daughter to become his Wife ? 

Org. His Wife, Erminia / if I did believe 
Thou could"ft to fuch a thoi^ht a credit give, 
I would the intcreil erf a Father quit, 
And you, Erminia, have no need of it : 
Without his aid you can a Husband chufe ; 
Gaining the Prince you may a Father lofe. 
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Er. Ah, Sir, thefe words are Poaiards to my Heart ; 
And half my Love to Duly does convert j 
Alas, Sir, I can be content to die, 

But cannot fuffer this Severity : [Krueis, 

I That care you had. dear Sir, continue dill, 

annot Uve and difobey your will. \Rifei, 

Tre;. This doty has regain'd mc, and you'll find 
I AjuJl return ; I (hall be always kind. 

— Go, reafTume your Beauty, dry your Eyes ; 
I Remember 'tis a Father docs advife. [Goes ant. 

Er. Ungrateful Duty, whofe uncivil Pride 
I By Reafon is not to be fatisfy'd ; 
f Who even Love's Almighty Power o'erthrows, 
,1 Or does on it too rigorous Laws impofe ; 
, Who bindeft up our Virtue too too flrait, 
' And on our Honour lays too great a weight. 

Coward, whom nothii^ but thy power makes (Irong ; 
Whom Age and Malice bred t affrigbt the young ; 
Here thou doft lyranniie to that degree. 
That nothing but my Death will (el me free. 

[£jrErm. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Philander and Alcander. 
Phi. Urge it no more, your Reafons do diTpleafe me ; 
I offer'd her a Crown with her PhilmttUr, 
And (he was once pleas'd to accept of it 
She lov'd me loo, yes, and repaid my flame, 
As kindly as I facnficcdto her : 
The iirft falutc we gave were hannlefs Love, 
Our Souls then met, and fo grew up together. 
Like fympathizing Twins. 
And muCl Ihc now be ravifli'd from my Arms ) 
Will you, Erminia, futfer fuch a Rape ? 
What tho the King have faid it Ihall be fo, 
Tis not his pleafure can become thy Law, 
No, nor it fhall not. 

And tho he were my God as well as King, 
1 would inAruCl thee how to difobey him ; 
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Thou (halt, Erminia, bravely fay, I will not ; 
He cannot force thee to't againft thy will 
—Oh Gods, fliall duty to a King and Father 
Make thee commit a Murder on ihy felf. 
Thy facred felf, and me that do adore thee? 
No, my Erminia, quit this vain devoir, 
And follow Love that may preferve us all : 

— Prefumptuous Villain, bold Ingratitude 

Hadft thou no other way to pay my favours ? 

By Heaven 'twas bravely bold, was it not, Aicandtr T 

Akatu It was fomewhat (Irang^ Sir ; 
But yet perhaps he knew not that you lov*d her. 

Phi. Not know it ! yes, as well as thou and I J 
The world was full on't, and could he be ignorant ; 
Why was her Father call'd from banilhment, 
And plac'd about the King, but for her fake ) » 
What made him General, but my Paflion for her? 
What gave him twenty thoufand Crowns a year, 
But that which made me captive to Erminia, 
Almighty Love, of which thou fa/ft he is ignorant ? 
How has he order'd bis audacious Aame, 
That I cou'd ne'er perceive it all this while, 

Alcan. Then 'twas a flame conceal'd from you alone. 
To the whole Court, bcfides, 'twas vifible. 
He knew you would not fufTer it to bum out ; 
And therefore waited till his fervices 
Might give encouragement to's clofe defign. 
If that could do't he nobly has endeavouPd it. 
But yet 1 think you need not yield her. Sir. 

Phi. Alcifipas, I confefs, is brave enough. 
And by fucn ways I'll make him quit his claim ; 
He ihall to morrow to the Camp again, 
And then 11! own my PalTion to the King ; 
He loves me well, and I may hope his pity. 

Till then be calm, my Heart, for if that /ail. 

[Points to his Sword; 
This is the argument that will prevail. [Exeunt 
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ACT II. 

The Curtain is let down^ and /of t Mujick plays : The 
Curtain being drawn up, dif covers a/cene of a Temple : 
The Kin^ fitting on a Throne^ bowing down to join the 
hands (T/Alcippus and Erminia, who kneel on the fUps 
of the Throne : The Officers of the Court and Clergy 
fianding in order by^ with Orgulius. This within the 
Scene* 

Without on the Stage^ Philander with his Sword half 
drawn^ held by cSatea, who looks ever on Alcippus : 
'Ermim^ifiill fixing her Eyes on Philander ; Pifaro pa/- 
/lonately gazing on Galatea : Aminta on Fallatio, and 
he on her : Alcander, Ifillia, Cleontius, in other fe- 
veral pofbires^ with the refi, all remaining without 
motion^ whilft the Mufick foftly plays ; this continues 
a while till the Curtain fcdlsj and then the Mufick 
plays aloud till the A61 begins, 

SCENE I. 

Enter Philander and Galatea inragd. 

XI S done, 'tis done, the fatal knot is t/d, 
Erminia to Alcippus is a Bride ; 
nks I fee the Motions of her Eyes, 
And how her Virgin Breads do fall and rife: 
Her bafliful Blufh, her timorous Defire, 
Adding new Flame to his too vigorous Fire ; 
Whilfl he the charming Beauty mud embrace, 
And (hall I live to fuffer this Difgrace ? 
Shall I (land tamely by, and he receive 
That Heaven of blifs, defencelefs fhe can give ; 
No, Sifter, no, renounce that Brother's name, 
Suffers his Patience to furmount his Flame ; 
111 reach the Viiflor's heart, and make him fee. 
That Prize he has obtain'd belongs to me, 

3x8 Ms Gal. 
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Gal. Ah, dear Pkitandtr, do not threaten fo, 
Whim him you wound, you kill a Sider too. 

Phi. Tho aU the Gods were rallied on his fide, 
They (hould too feeble prove to guard his Pride. 
Juflice and Honour on my Sword IhaU fit, 
And inv Revenge ftiall guide the lucky hiL 

Gal. Confidcr but the danger and the crinK^ 
And Six, remember thai his life is mine. 

Phi. Peace, SiAcr, do not urge it as a fin, 
Of which the Gods themfelves have guihy been : 
The Gods, my Sifter, do approve Revenge 
By Thunder, which th' Ahnighcy Ports unhinge. 
Such is their Lightning when poor Mortals fear, 
And Princes arc ihe Gods inhabit here ; 
Revenge has charms that do as powerful prove 
As thiMTc of Beauty,, and as fwcet as Love, 
The force of Vengeance will not be withllood. 
Till it has bath'd and cool'd it felf in Blood. 
Ermiuia, fweet Ertninia, thou art loft, 
And he yet lives that does the conqueft boali 

Gal. Brother, the Captive vou can ne'er retrieve 
More by the Vii^or's death, than if he live, 
For ftie in Honour cannot him prefer. 
Who IhaU become her Husband's Murderer ; 
By fafer ways you may that blefTmg gain, 
WTien venturing thus thro Blood and Death prove vun. 

Phi. With hopes already that are vain as Air, 
You've kept me from Revenge, but not Defp^. 
I had my felf acqui tted, as became 
Ermiiiii^t wrong d Adorer, and my Flame j 
My Rival I had kill'd, and fct her free. 
Had not my Juftice been difarm'd by thee. 
— But for thy faithlefs Hope, Pad murdcHd him. 
Even when the holy Prieft was marrying them, 
And offer'd up the reeking Sacrifice 
To th' Gotls he kneel'd to, when he took my price i 
- IJy all their Purity I would have don't, 
But now I think 1 merit the Affront : 
He that his Vengeance idly does defer. 
His Safety more than his Succefs muft feai : 
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I like that Coward did prolong my Fate. 
But brave Revenge can never come too late. 

Gal. Brother, if you can fo inhuman prove 
To me your Sifter, Reafon, and to Love : 
111 let you fee that I have fentiments too. 
Can love and be reveng'd as well as you j 
That hour that fhall a death to him impart, 
Shall fend this Dagger to Emdnuis heart 

\Sh4ms a dc^gtr. 

Phi, Ah, Coward, how thefe words nave made tnee 
pale, 
And fear above thy Courage does prevail: 
Ye Qods, why did you fuch a way mvent ? 

Gal, None elfe was left thy niiadnefs to prevent 

Phi. Ah cruel Sifter, I am tame become, 
And will reverfe my happy Rival's doom : 
Yes, he ftiall live to tritmiph o'er my Tomb. 
— But yet what thou haft faid, I needs muft blame, 
For if my refolutions prove the fame, 
I now (hould kill thee, and my life renew ; 
But were it brave or juft to murder you % 
At worft, I fhould an unkind 8ifter kill, 
Thou wouldft the facred blood of Friendftiip fpill. 
I kill a Man that has undone my Fame, 
Ravifh'd my Miftrefs, and contenm'd my Name, 
And, Sifter, one who does not thee prefer : 
But thou no reafon haft to injure her. 
Such charms of Innocence her Eyes do drefs, 
As would confound the cruel'ft Murderefs : 
And thou art foft, and canft no Horror fee, 
Such Actions, Sifter, you muft leave to me. 

Gal, The higheft Love no Reafon will admiti 
And Paflion is above my Friendftiip yet 

Phu Then (ince I cannot hope to alter thee, 
Let me but beg that thou wouldft fet me free^: 
Free this poor Soul that fuch a coil does kee^ \ 
'TwiU neither let me wake in Peace, nor ftecfp. 
Comfort I find a ftranger to my heart. 
Nor canft thou ought of that but thus impart ; 

Thou 



276 The For^d Marriage; or. 

Thou Ihouldfl with joy a death to him procure, 
Who by it leaves AlcippuS life fecure. 

Gal. Dear Brother, you out-run your Patience Hill, 
We'll neilher die our felves, nor others kill ; 
Something 111 do that fhall thy joys reftore, 
And bring thee back that health thou bad'ft before ; 

We're now expetfled al the Banquet, where 

I'd have Ihy Eyes more Love than Anger wear ; 

This night be cheerful, and on me depend, 

On me, that am thy Sifter, and thy Friend : 

A little raife Alcippus' Jcaloufy 

And let the retl be earned on by me ; 

Nor would it be amifs (hould you provide 

A Serenade to entertain the Bride : 

Twill give him Fears that may perhaps difprove 

The fond opinion of his happy Love. 

Phi. Tho Hope be faithlefs, yet I cannot chufe, 
Coming from thee, but credit the abufe. 

Gal. Philander, do not your Hope's power diftruft, 
■Tis time enough to die, when thals unjuft. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

£«fer Aminta as paffing over tki Stage, isjiayedby 

Olinda, 

Oli. Why fo hafty, AmiiUa\ 

Am. The time requires it, Olinda. 

Oli. But I have an humble fuit to you. 

Atn. You fhall command me any thins. 

Oli. Pray Heaven you keep your word. 

Am. That fad tone of thme, Olinda, has almofl made 
me repent of my promife ; but come, what is't I 

Oli. My Brother, Madam. 

Am. Now fie upon thee, is that all thy bufmcfs I 

\pfftri to so off. 

Oli, Stay, Madam, he dies for you. 

Am. He cannot do'tfor any Woman living; 
But well — it fccms he fpcaks of Love to you ; 
To mc he does appear a very Statue. 

Oh. 
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Oli, He nought but (ighs and calls upon your name, 
And vows you are the crucirfl Maid that breathes. 

Am, Thou can'ft not be in earned Aire. 

OIL 111 fwear I am, and fo is he. 

Am, Nay thou haft a hard task on't ; to make Vows 
to all the Women he makes love to ; indeed I pity thee ; 
ha, ha, ha. 

OIL You fhould not laugh at thofe you have undone. 

Amintay?«^x. 

Hang Love ^ for I will never pine 
For any Man alive ; 
Forjkall this jolly Heart of mine 
The thoughts of it receive ; 
/ will not purchafe Slavery 
Atfuch a dangerous rate ; 
But glory in my Liberty y 
And laugh at Love and Fate, 

OIL Youll kill him by this cruelty. 

Am, What is*t thou call'ft fo? 
For I have hitherto given no denials, 
Nor has he given me caufe ; 
I have feen him wildly gaze upon me often, 
And fometimes blufh and fmile, but feldom that ; 
And now and then found fault with my replies, 
And wonder'd where the Devil lay that wit, 
Which he believ'd no Judge of it could find. 

OIL Faith, Madam, that's his way of making love. 

Am, It will not take with me, I love a Man 
Can kneel, and fwear, and cry, and look fubmifs. 
As if he meant indeed to die my Slave : 
Thy Brother looks — but too much like a Conqueror. 

{Sighs. 

OIL How, Amintay can you figh in eameft? 

Am, Yes, Olinda^ and you (hall know its meaning ; 
I love Alcander, and am not afham'd o'th fecret, 
But prithee do not tell him what I fay. 
— Oh he's a man made up of thofe Perfeiflions, 

Which 
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Which I have often lik'd in fevera] men i 

And wifh'd united to complcat fomc one, 
Whom 1 might have the glorj- to o'ercome. 
— His Mien and Perfon, bm 'bove all his Humour, 
That furly Pride, tho even to me addrcfl, 
Does llrangely well become him. 
Oii. May I believe this F 

Am. Not if you mean to fpeak on't, 
But I (hall foon enough betray my felf. 

Enter Falatius swVA a patch or two on his Face. 
Falatius, welcome from the Wars ; 
I'm glad to fee y'avc fcap'd the dangers of them. 

Fa. Not fo well fcap'd neither, Madam, but I have 
left fUIl a few tefUmoniea of ihcir Severity to me. 

[Poinis fg his face. 

Oii. That's not fo well, believe me. 

Fa. Nor fo ill, lince they be fuch as tender us no lefs 
acceptable to your fair Eyes, Madam I 
But had you lecn me when 1 gnin'd them, Ladie^ in that 
faeroick pollure. 

Am. What poftiu^ f 

Fa. In that of lighling. Madam ; 
Vou would have call'd to mind that antient llory 
Of the flout Giants that wag'd War with Heaven ; 
Jud fo I fought, and for as glorious priie, 
Your excellent Ladifliip. 

Am. For me, was it for me you ran this hazard then ? 

Fa. Madam, 1 hope you do not queflion that, 
Was it not all the faults you found with me, 
The reputation of my want of Courage, 
A thoufand Furies are not like a Battle i 
And but for you, 

By fovi I would not fight it o'er again 
For all the glory on't -; and now do you doubt me f 
Madam, your heart is flrangely fortified 
That can rcfiil th' efforts I have made againfl it. 
And bnng to boot fuch marks of valour loo. 

Enli-r to them Alcander, luko ffting Ihcm would turH 
iaci, but Olinda/Ayj him. 

on. Brother, come back. 

Fa. 
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Fa, Advance, advance, what Man, afraid of me ? 

Ale. How can flic hold difcourfc with that FantaAick. 
\Afidt. 

Fa. Come forward, and be complaifant. 

\_ruJls hhn Again. 

Ale. That's nod proper for your Wit, Falatius. 

Am. Why fo angry f 

AU. Away, thou art decciv'd, 

Ain. You've loft your Deep, which puts you out of 
humour. 

AU. He's damn'd will lofe a moment on"! for you. 

Am. Who is't thai has difpleas'd you? 

AU. You have, and took my whole rcpofc away, 
And more than that, which you ne'er can rcftore ; 
I can do nothing as I did before. 
When I would fleep, I cannot do't for you, 
My Eyes and Fancy do that form purine ; 
And when I fleep, you revel in my Dreams, 
And all my Life is nothing but eKtremes. 
When I would tell my love, I feem mod rude. 
For that informs me how I am fubdu'd. 
Gods, you're unjuft to tyrannize o'er me, 
When thoufands fitter for*! than I go free. [£>. 

FaL Why, what the Devil has polTeft Akander ? 

Oli. How like you this, Aminla ? 

Am. Better and better, he's a wondrous man. 

[ExeuHt Am. ami Oli. 

Fa. Tis U)e mofl unjanty him;iaur that ever 1 faw ; 
Ay, ay, he is my Rival, No marvel an he look'd fo big 
upon me ; He ts damnable valiant, and as jealous as he 
is valiant ; how (haU I behave my felf to him, and thefe 
too idle humours of his I cannot y«t determine ; the com- 
fort is, he knows I am a Coward whatever face 1 fet upon 
it. Well, I muft either reiolve never to provrfce his Jea- 
loufy, or be able to re-coonter his other (ury, his Valour j 
that were a good BefolTC if I be not pajl all hope- [Ex. 
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SCENE in. 



Enter Aldppus a«d Ennink, c 



a Bcd-Ckambtr. 



Aldp. But dill metbinks, Erwunia, you are fad, 
A Iieavinefs appears in thofe fair Eyes, 
As if your Soul were agitating fomething 
Contrary to the pleafure of this night 

Er. You ought in Juftice, Sir, ttxcufe me hcr^ 
Prifoners when firfl committed are lefs gav. 
Than when they're us'd to Fetters every aay. 
But yet in time they will more eafy grow. 

Alcip. You flrangely blefs me in but faying fo. 

Er. Aldppus, I've an humble fuit to you. 

Aleip. All that I have is fo intirely thine, 
And fuch a Captive than haft made my Will, 
Thou necdft not be at the CKpence of wilhing 
For what thou canA defire that I may grant ; 
Why are thy Eyes declin'd ? 

Er. To fatis^ a little modeft fcniple; 
I beg you would permit me. Sir 

Alcip. To lie alone to night, is it not fo, Ertiwaai 

Er.UK 

Alcip. That's too fevere, yet 1 will grant it thee ; 
But why, Erminia mud I grant it Ihec 1 

Er. The Priacefs, Sir, quellions my Power, and fay^ 
1 cannot gain fo much upon your Goodiiefs. 

Alcip. I could have wilh'd fome other had obUg'd tbee 
to-t. 

Er. You would not blame her if you knew her reafon. 

Alcip. Indeed I do not much, for 1 can guefs 
She taJces the party of the Prince her Brother ; 
And this is only to delay thofe Joys, 
Which Ihe perhaps believes belong to him. 

But that Erminia, you can beft rcfotve ; 

And 'tis not kindly done to hide a truUi, 
The Prince fo clearly own'd. 

Er. What did he own? 
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1 wonder you refufe my Bed : 



knowledf 
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Of what I willingly would learn from you j 

Come, ne'er deny a truth that plain appears ; 

I fee Hypocrify thro all your Tears. 

Er. You need not ask me to repeat again, 
A Knowledge which, you fay, appears fo plain : 
The Prince^ word methinks fhould credit get. 
Which 111 confirm whene'er you call for it : 
My heart before you ask't it, was his prize, 
And cajinot twice become a Sacrifice. 

Ala'p. Erminia, is this brave or juft in you, 
I To pay his fcore of Love with what's my due ? 
I What's your defign to treat me in this fort ? 
* Are lacred Vows of Marriage made your fport? 
Regard me well, Erminia, what am I ? 

Er. One, Sir, with whom, I'm bound to live and 
die. 
And one to whom, by rigorous command, 
I gave {without my Heart) my unwilling Hand. 

Aldp. But why, Errtu'ma, did you give it fo? 

Er. T' obey a King and cruel Father Xao. 
A Fricndlhip, Sir, I can on youbeflow, 
But that wilJ hardly into Paifion grow ; 
And 'twill an Ai5l below your Virtue prove. 
To force a Heart you know can never love. 

Aldp. Am I the mask to hide your Blufhes in, 
I the contented Fool to veil your Sin ? 
Have you already learnt that Crick at Court, 
Both how to praflife and fecure your fport ? 
Brave Miftrefs of your Art, is this the way, 
My Service and my Pafiion to repay ? 
Will nothing but a Prince your pleafure fit, 
And could you think that I would wink at it ? 
Recal that Folly, or by all that's good, 
111 free the Soul that wantons in thy Blood. 

[He in rage takes her by the ttriits,Jhows a dagger. 

Er. Ifee your Love your Reafon has bctray'd. 
But 111 forgive the Faults which Love has made : 
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'Tis tme, I love, and do confefs it too ; 
WhicJi if a Crime, I might liave hid from you ; 
But fuch A PaHion 'tis as does defpile 
Whatever Rage you threaten from your Eyes. 
— Yes — you may difapprove this flame in mc. 
But cannot hinder what the Gods decree ; 
— Search here this truth ; Alas, I cannot fear ; 
Your Steel Ihall tind a welcome entrance here. 

[He koliis herjUll, a$idgaaes 9n ier. 

Ala'p. Where doft thou think thy ungratd"u) Soul will 
go. 
Loaded with wrongs to me, (houid I ftrike now 1 

Er. To fome blefl place, where Lovers do rdide, 
Free from the noife of Jealoufy and Pride ; 
Where we (hall know no other Power but Love, 
And where even thou wilt foft and genUe prove ; 
So gentle, that if I Ihould meet thee Ihcre^ 
Thou woiild'll allow, what thou deny'Jl me here. 

Alcip. Thou, hail difarm'd my Rage, and in its room 
A world of Shame and fofter Paflions come. 
Such as the firA efforts of Love infpir'd. 
When by thy charming Eyes ray Soul was fir'd. 

Er. I mufl confefs your Fears are fecming jufl. 
But here to free you from the leaA miftnill, 
I fwear, while I'm your Wife I'll not allow 
Birth to a Thought that tends to injuring you. 

Alcip. Not to believe thee, were a fm above 
The Injuries I have done thee by my Love. 
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By flow degrees I might approach that Throne, 
Where now the bleft Philaiuiir reigns alone : 
Perhaps in time my Paflion might redeem 
That now too faithful Heart y'ave given to him ; 
Do but forbear to hear his amorous Tales, 
Nor from his moving Eyes learn what he ails : 
A Fire that's kindled cannot long furvive. 
If one add nought to keep the Hame olive. 

Er. I will not promife ; what I mean to do 
My Virtue only mall oblige mc to. 
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Alcip, But, Madam, what d'you mean by this refavc V 
To what intent doesall this Coldnefs fcrve I 
Is there no pity to my Sulfcrings due ? 
And will you ftill my Languilhments renew ? 
Come, come,recal what you have lafhly [aid ; 
And own to morrow that thou art no Maid ; 
Thy Blulhes do betray thy willingnefs. 
And in thy lovely Eyes I read fuccefs. 

Er. A double tie obliges me to be 
Stridl to my Vows, my Love and Amity ; 
For my own falte the firft III ne'er decline, 
And 1 would gladly keep the lafl for thine. 

Alcip. Madam, you ftrangely do improve my poiBi 
To give me hopes you mufl tecal again. 

Er. Alcippus, j-ou this language will forbear, 
When you (hall know how powerful you are : 
For whilft you here endeavour to fubdue. 
The bed of Women languilhes for you. 

Akip. Erminia, do not mock mymifery, 
For Iho you cannot love, yet pity me ; 
That you allow my Paflion no return, 
Is weight enough, you need not add your Scom, 
In this your Cruelty is too fevere. 

Er. Alcippus, you millake me every where. 

Alcip. To whom Erminia, do I owe this Fate ? 

Er. To morrow aU her ftory I'U n-late. 
Till then the promife 1 the Princefs made, 
1 beg you would permit might be obey'd. 

Alcip. You, Madam, with fo many charms AJTail, 
You need not queflion but you (hall prevail ; 
Thy power's not lefTen'd in thy being mine, 
But much augmented in my being thine. 
The glory of my chains may raife me more, 
But fam ftill that Slave I was before. {Exeunt feveraUy. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Philander nnrfAlcander. \The Prince half undrejl. 
Phi. What's a Qock, Aicander t 
Ale. 'Tis midnight. Sir, will you not go to bed ? 
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Phi. To bed Friend ; what to do ? 

Ak. To fleep, Sir, as you were wont to da 

PhL Sleep, 2MA£Tminia have abandon'd me i 
I'll never lleep again. 

Ale. This IS an humour. Sir, you muil forfake. 

Piii. Never, never, oh Alcattder. 
Dofl know, where my Erminia lies to night ? 

Ak. Igucfs, Sir. 

Phi. Where f Nay, prithee fpeak, 
Indeed I (hall not ofTendedat iL 

Ak. I know not why you (hould. Sir ; 
She's where Ihe ought, abed with young Aldfipus, 

Pki. Thou fpeak^n Ihy real Thoughts. 

Ak. Why Ihould your Highnefs doubt it? 

Phi. By Heaven there is no faith in Woman-kiiid ; 
Akatikr, dolt thou know an honell Woman ? 

Ak. Many Sir. 

Phi. I do not think it, 'tis impoflible ; 
Erminia, if it could have been, were (he. 
But (he has broke her Vows, which I held facred, 
And plays the wanton in another's arms. 

Ak. Sir, do you think it jufl to wrong her fo ? 

Phi. Oh would thou couldft perfuade me that I did fo. 
Thou knowA the Oaths and Vows Ihc made 10 mi^ 
Never to marry any other than my felf. 
And you, AkaitiUr, wrought me to believe them. 
But now her Vows to marry none but me. 
Are given to AlcippHS, and in his bofom brcath'd, 
With balmy whifpers, whilll (be lavitht Youth 
For eveiy fyllable returns a kifs, 
And in the height of all his extafy, 
/'Aiibnat/'s difpoirefs'd and quite forgotten. 
Ah charming Maid, is tliis your Love to me. 
Yet now thou art not no Maid, nor lov'ft not me^ 
And I the fool to Let thee know my weaknefs. 

Ak. Why do you thus proceed to vex your felf 7 
To queftion what you lift, and anfwer what you pleafel 
Sir, this Is not the way to be at eafe. 

Phi. Ah dear Akandcr, what would'il have me do ? 
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Ale. Do thai which may preferve you; 
Do that which evety Man in love would do ; 
Make it your bufmefs to poffefs the ohjefl. 

Phi. What meaneft thou, is flie not married ? 

Ale. What then, (he'as all about her that flie had, 
Of Youth and Beauty (he is Miftrefs fliil. 
And may difpofe it how and where Ihe wilL 

Phi. Pray Heaven I do not think too well of thee, 
What means all this difcourfe, art thou honeft ? 

Alcan. As mod Men of my Age. 

Pki. And wouldft thou counfel me to fuch a Sin ? 
For 1 dounderftand thee- 

Alcan. I know not what you term To. 

Phi. I never thought thou'dft been fo great a Villain, 
To ui^e me to a crime would damn us all ; 
Why doft thou fmile, haft thou done well in this ? 

Alcait. I thought fo, or I'ad kept it to myfelf. 
Sir, e'er you g^ow in rage at what I've faid, 
Do you think I love you, or believe my life 
Were to be valued more than yourrepofe) 
You feem to think it is not 

Phi. Poffibly I may. 

Alcan. The fin of what I have proposed to you. 
You only feem to hale : Sir, is it fo ? 
— If fuch religious thoughts about you dwell. 
Why is it that you thus perplex your felf ? 
Sell-murder fure is much the greater fin. 
Emtinia loo you fay has broke her Vows, 
She that will fwear and lye, will do the rell. 
And of thefe evils, this 1 think the lead ; 
And as forme, I never thought it fin. 

Phi. And canft thou have fo poor a thought of her? 

Allan. I hope you'll find her, Sir, as willing to't 
As 1 am to fuppofe it : nay, bclieve't, 
She'd look upon't as want of Love and Courage 
Shou'd you not now attempt it ; 
You know, Sir, there's no other remedy. 
Take no denial, but the Game purfue. 
For what (he will rcfiife, (he wiihes you. 

Phi, With fuch prctenfions — (he may angrv grow. 

Alcan 
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AkoH. I never heard of any that were lo, 
For tho the will to do't, and power they want, 
They love to hear of what (hey cannot grant 

Phi. No more, 
Is this your duty to your Prince, Alcaiider% 
You were not wont to counfel thus amifs, 
'Tis either Difrefpeil or fomc Defign ; 
I could be wondrous angry with thee now, 
But that my Grief has fuch poffeflion here, 
'Twill make no room for Rage. 

Alton. I cannot, Sir, repent of what I've faid, 
Since all the errors which I have committed 
Are what my paflion to your ictereft led me to, 
But yet I beg your H ighnefs would recal 
That fcnfe which would perfuade you 'lis unjuft. 

Phi. Name it no more, and 111 forgive it tnee. 

Ale. I can obey you, Sir, 

Phi. What (hall we do to night, I cannot fleep. 

Ale. I'm good at watching, and doing anything. 

Phi. We'll ferenade the Ladies and the Bride. 

The firil we may dillurb, but Ihe I fear 

Keeps watch with me lo night, tho not like me. 
EnUr a Pagt eftht Princ/s. 

Phil. How now. Boy, 
Is the Mufick ready which I fpoke fort 

Pa^e. They wait your Highnefs's command 

Phi. Bid them prepare, I'm coming. [Er. Page, 

Soft touches may allay the Difcords here, 
And fweeten, tho not leflen my Defpair. [Eramt. 

S C E N E V. Tit Court Galliry. 

Enter Pilaro alone. 
Pi/a. Ha ! who's that, a Lover on my life, 
This amorous malady reigns every where ; 
Nor can my Sifter be ignorant 
Of what I faw this night in Galatea : 
I'U queftion he r ' Sifter, Aminta, Sifter, 

[Calli as at her U^in 
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Enter a Maid, 

Lye. Who calls my Lady ? 

Pi/. Where's my Sifler. 

Lye. I cry your Lordftiip's mercy; my Lady lies not 
in her Lodgings to night ; the Princefs fent for her, her 
Highnefs is not well [She goes out. 

Pi/. I do believe it, good night, Lycette. 

Enter a Page, 
-Who's there ? 

Page. Your Lordfhip's Page. 

Py. Where hafl thou been 9 I wanted thee but now. 

Page. I fell aileep i'th' Lobbv, Sir, and had not wa- 
ken'd yet, but for tne Mufick which plays at the Lodg- 
ings of my Lady Erminia. 

Pi/. Curfe on them ; will they not allow him nights 
to himfelf ; 'tis hard. 

This night Pm wifer grown by obfervation. 
My Love and Friendfliip taught me jealoufy, 
Which like a cunning Spy brought in intelligence 
From every eye lefs wary than its own ; 
That told me that the chaming Galatea^ 
In whom all power remains. 
Is yet too feeble to encounter Love ; 
I find fhe has received the wanton God, 
Maugre my fond opinion of her SouL 
And tis my Friend too that's become my Rival. 
I iaw her lovely Hyes iliU turn on him. 
As Flowers to th' Sun : and when he tum'd away 
Like thofe fhe bow'd her charming head again. 

On th* other fide the Prince with dying looks 
Each motion watch'd of fair Erminic^s eyes. 
Which fhe retum'd as greedily again. 
And if one glance t* Aleippus fhe dire^ed, 
He'd flare as if he meant to cut his throat for't 

Well^ Friend, thou hafl a/ure de/enee o/me. 

My Love is yet below my Amity. [Ex. 



SCENE 
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SCENE VI. Draws o^, dt/covers Phi- 
lander afid Alcander tuith Mvfick at Ike 
CAam6er-door o/Erminia; to ihem Pifaro, 
who likens wkiljl the Song isjuvg. 



Amintas tkcit true-hcartid Swain 

Upon a River's bank -was laid, 

Where to the pitying Jlreams ht did eompUuH 

£)/" Sylvia thatfal/e charming Maid, 

But On wasJUll re^ardlefi of his pain '■ 

OhfailkU/s Sylvia ! -would he cry. 

And fvhat he /aid ike Echoes would reply. 

Be kind or elfe I die, E. 1 die. 

Be kind or elfc 1 die, E. 1 die. 



A /hot 

IVhich 



r of tears kis eyes let/all, 

n tie River made impre/s. 



Then/ieh'd, and SylviA/al/e again would call, 

A cruel faithUfs Shepherdefi, 

Is Love -with you become a criminal t 

Ah lay aide this needlt/s fcerH, 

Allow your poor Adorer Jome return, 

Connder fiow 1 bum, E. I bum. 

Confider, 6^. 

Thqfe Smiles and Kijfes which you give. 

Remember Sylvia, are my due ; 

And all the feys my Riz'ol does receive 

He ravijkes from me, not you. 

A h Sylvia, can I live and this believe ? 

InfeHjihles are touch'd to fee 

My laugui/hmen/s, andfeem to pity nte. 

Which I demand of iriee, E. of thee. 

Which I demand, fr-e. 
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Pif, What's aU this ? 

Phi, Who's there ? 

Pif, A Man, a Friend to the General. 

PAi. Then thou'rt an Enemy to all good Men. 
Does the ungrateful Wretch hide his own head, 
And fend his Spies abroad ? 

Pt/. He is too great to fear, and needs them not ; 
And him thou termed fo, fcoms the Office too. 

PAi. What makefl thou here then, when the whole 
World's adeep ? 
Be gone, there lies thy way, where'er thy bufmefs be. 

Pi/, It lies as free for thee, and here's my bufmefs. 

PAi, Thou lyefl, rude man. 

Pt/, Why, what art thou dareft tell me fo i'th' dark ? 
Day had betra/d thy bluihes for this Boldnefs. 

PAi, Tell me who 'tis that dares capitulate ? 

Pt/, One that dares make it good. 

PAi, Draw then, and keep thy word. 

A lean. Stand by, and let me do that duty. Sir. 

[He Jleps between them, tAeyfighty V\£bxo falls. 
— Here's thy reward, whoe'er thou art. 

PAi, Haft thou no hurt ? 

A lean, I think not much, yet fomewhere 'tis I bleed. 

Pif, What a dull beaft am I ; 

S Exeunt Prince and Alcan. 
^ . ^ iallen ? 

Help, Muraer ! Murder ! 
Pif Hold, bawling Dog. 

Enter Alcippus in a Night-gown, with a Sword in his 

handy a Page with Lights, 
Alcip, 'Twas hereabouts — who's this, Pi/aro wounded ? 

\He looks up. 
How cam'ft thou thus ? Come up into my Arms. 

Pif Twas Jealoufy Alcippus, that wild Monfter, 
Who never leaves us till he has thus betra/d us. 
— Pox on't, I am afham'd to look upon thee. 
I have difturb'd you to no purpofe, Sir. 
I am not wounded, go to bed again. 
Ale, m fee thee to thy Lodgings firft, Pifaro, 

3-19 Vol. III. N " Pif 
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Pi/, Twill be unkind both to your fdf and me. 

[E^umnL 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Philander and Alcander wUk a Ught* 

Alcatu He's gone whoe'er he be. 

Phu It could not be Alcippus, 

A lean, I rather fear Pifaro^ 
—But we foon fhall know : Who's this t 

Enter Erminia in her Night-gown^ and Ifilia wUh 

Lights, 

Er, Methought I heard Alcippus and the Prince 
Before the cry of Murder. 
I die if thofe two Rivals have encountered. 

Phi, Ah Madam, ceaie that fear, they both are fafe 
From all, but from the Wounds which you have given 
them. 

Er, Oh Gods, what make you here I and where*s Al- 
cippus % 

Phi, Where I had been had Heaven been bountifiiL 

Er, Alas, Sir, what do you mean? what have yoa 
done ? And where have you beftoWd him ? 

Phi, Why all this high concern, Erminia ? 
Has he fo reconciled you to him fmce I faw you lafl ? 
This not kind to me. 

Er. Oh tell mc not of kindncfs, Where's Alcipfus I 

A lean. Madam, of whom do you demand Alcippus ? 
Neither of us have fecn him. 

Phi. Go, you arc a Woman, a vain peevifli Creature. 

Er. Sir, 'tis but jufl you fliould cxcufe my Fear, 
Aleippus is my Husband, and his Safety 
Ougrit to become my care. 

Phi. How, Erminia ! 
Can you fo foon yield up my right to him, 
And not blufh whilft you own your Perjury ? 

Er. Now, Sir, you arc much to blame ; 
I could have born the reft, but this concerns mc : 
I fear I have but too well kept my Vows with you, 
Since you arc grown but to iufpctl I have not. 

Phi, 
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Phi, Pardon me, Dear, the errors of my Paifion ; 
It was a Sin fo natural, 
That even thy unkindly taking it 
Approached too near it, not to gain my Pardon : 
But tell me why you askt me for Alcippus ? 

Er, Sir, e'er! could difpofe my Eyes to deep, 
I heard the Mufick at mv Chamber-door, 
And fuch a Song as could be none but yoiurs ; 
But that was finifh'd in a noife lefs pleaianty 
In that of Swords and Quarrel ; 
And amongll which, 

I thought I heard yours and Alcippu^ Voice : 
(For I have kept my word, and lay not with him) 
This brought me hither ; but if I miilook, 
Once more I beg your pardon. 

Phi. Thou haft reftord me to a world of Joys, 
By what thou haft faid. 

Enter Alcippus, his Sword in his Hand, a Page with 

Lights he /lands a while, 

Aldp, Erminia ! and the Prince ! embracing too 1 
I dream, and know fhe could not be thus bafe, 

Thus falfe and loofe 

But here I am informed it is no Vifion ; 

T his was defign'd before, I find it now, 

[Lays his hand on his heart, 

Er, Alcippus, oh my fears ! 

[Goes to them, takes her by the hetnd, 

Alcip, Yes, Madam, 
Too foon arrived for his and your repofe. 

Phi, AlcippuSy touch her not. 

Alcip, Not touch her ! by Heaven I will, 
And who fhall hinder me ? 
Who is't dares fay I ftiall not touch my Wife ? 

Phi, ViUain, thou l/ft. 

Alcip, That /are my Prince ftiall not defend you 
here. 
Draw, Sir, for I have laid refpe<5l afide. 

[Strikes, they fight a little, Alcippus is 
wounded, Mcandei fupports kirn, 

Er, Oh Gods, what mean you ? hold Philander, hold. 

N 2 Phi, 
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Phi, Life of my Soul, retire, 
I cannot bear that Voice and difobey ; 
And you mud needs cflecm him at low rates, 
Who fells thee and his Honour for a Tear. 

Er. Upon my knees I beg to be obe/d, [She kneels, 
— But if I mud not, here difcharge your Anger. 

Phi. You are too great a Tyrant where you may. 

[Exeunt Erminia and Alcippus. 

Phi. Stay, fhall I let her go ? (hall her Commands, 
Tho they have power to take my Life away, 
Have force to fuffer me to injure her ? 
Shall (he be made a prey, and I permit it, 
Who only have the intereft to forbid it ? 
— No, let me be accurft then. [Offers to follow. 

Ale. What mean you, Sir ? 

Phi. Force the bold Raviiher to refign my Right 
Alcander, is not (he my Wife, and I his Prince I 

Ale. 'Tis true. Sir : 
And y'ave both power and juflice on your fide ; 
And there arc times to exercife 'em both. 

Plii. Fitter than this, Alcander} 

Ale. This night Erminit^s Promife may repofe you ; 

To morrow is your own 

Till then I beg you'd think your intereft fafe. 

Phi. Alcander^ thou haft peace about thee, and canft 
judge 
Better than I, 'twixt what is juft and fit. 

SPuis up his Sword. 
cd 
By pcrfecfi Rcafon : fo we often find 
Veflcls condu<5led by a peaceful Wind, 
And meet no oppofition in their way, 
Cut a fafe palTage thro the flattering Sea : 
But when a Storm the bounding VeiTel throws. 
It does each way with equal rage oppofe ; 
For when the Seas arc mad, could that be calm 
Like me, it would be ruin'd in the Storm. [Exeunt, 
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the yealons Bridegroom. 293 
ACT III. SCENE I. 



Enter Alcippus and Pifaro. 

'^^f' T"^ ^ S much, my Lord, youTl not be fatisf/d. 

X Alcip. Friendfhip's too near a-kin to Love, 
Pi/arOy 
To leave me any Peace, whilfl in your Eyes 
I read Referves, which 'tis not kind to hide ; 
— Come prithee tell me what the quarrel was, 
And who 'twas with ; thou fhalt, my dear Pi/aro, 

Pi/. Nay, now you urge me to impofllbilities : 
Good faith I cannot tell, but guefs the Prince. 

Alctp. 'Tistrue, Pifaro ^ 'twas indeed the Prince. 
But what was th' occafion ? 

Pif. He call'd me Spy, and I retum'd th' aflfronty 
But took no notice that he was my Prince : 
It was a Folly I repented of ; 
But 'twas in a danm'd melancholy Mood. 

Alcip. Was it a going in or coming out? 

Pif, From whence ? 

Alcip* Erminids Chamber ; prithee let me know, 
For I have fears that take away mv fleep, 
Fears that will make me mad, (lark mad, Pifaro. 

Pif You do not well to fear without a came. 

Alcip. O Friend, I faw what thou canfl ne'er conceive 
Lad night I faw it when I came from thee : 
And if thou go'ft about t* impofe upon me, 
I'll call thee from my SouL Come out with it, 
I fee thy breaft heave with a generous ardour, 
As if it fcom'd to harbour a referve. 
Which flood not with its Amity to me. 
Could I but know my Fate, I could defpife it : 
But when 'tis clad in Robes of Innocence, 
The Devil cannot 'fcape it : Something 
Was done lall night that gnaws my heart-firings ; 
And many things the Princefs too let fall, 
Which, Cfods ! I know not how to put together. 

N 3 And 



Fif. Sir, thon ait of fo ftrange a jcalotis Htiinonr, 
And I fo (irangely jealous of your Houour, 
That 'twixt us both wc may make work enough ; 
But on my Soul I know no wrongyou have. 

Aldp. I mull believe Ihee, yet methinks ihy Face 
Has put oa an unwonted gravity. 

Pijf. That, Alcippus, youTI not wonder at, 
When you (hall know you are my RivaJ. 

Alcip. Nay, why (houldlt thou delay me thus wi&i 
flories ? 
This Ihall not put me off. 

Pi/. Sir, I'm in eamctl, you have gain'd that Heart, 
For which I have receiv'd fo many wounds ; 
Venturing for Trophies where noac durft appear. 
To gain at my Return one fingle fmile, 
Or that (he would fubmit to hear my (lory : 
And when !h' has faid, 'twas bravely done, Pt/aro, 
I thought the Glory recompens'd the Toil ; 
And facrific'd my Laurels at her feet, 
Like thofe who pay their firfl-fruits to the Gods, 
To beg a blefling on the following Crop : 
And never made her other figns of Love, 
Nor knew 1 that I had that eafy flame, 
Till by her Eyes I found that Ihc was mortal, 
And could love too, and that my Friend is yoii. 

Aldp. Thou haft amaz'd me, prithee fpealc mora 
dearly. 

Pij. My Lord, the Princefs has a paffion for you, 
Have I not reafon now to be your Enemy? 

AUip. Not till I make returns : 
But now I'm pail redemption miferable. 
'Twas ihe Emunia told me dy'd for me; 
And I believed it but a (light of hers, 
To put me from my Courtlhip. 

Pi/. No, twas a fatal Truth : 
Aldppus, hadlt thou feen her, whift the Prieft 
Was giving thee to fair Ermtiiia, ^ 
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t What lajiguifliment appear"*! upon her Eyes, 
¥ Which never were remov'd from thy lov'd Face, 
I Thro which her mehing 5<iul in dro^is dillill'd, 
f As if fhe meant to waih away thy Sin, 
I In giving up that Right belong'd to her, 
r Thtm hadft without my aid found out this truth : 
I A fweet compofurc dwelt upon her looks. 
Like Infants who are fmiling whilft Ihey die ; 
Nor knew Ihc that fhe wept, fo unconcern'd 
And freely did her Soul a palTage find : 
Whiin I Uanfportcd had almofl forgot 
The Reverence due t'hcr facred fclf and Place, 
And every moment ready was to kneel. 
And with my lips gather the precious drops. 
And rob the Holy Temple ota Relick, 
Fit only there f inhabit. 

Alcip. I neverlhoughtthou'dA had this Soflnefsin tl 
How cam'ft thou, Friend, to hide all this from mc ) 
Pi/. My Lord, I knew not that I was a Lover \ 
I felt no flame, but a religious Ardour, 
That did infpire my Soul with adoration ; 
And fo remote I was from ought but fuch, 
I knew not Hope, nor what it was to wifh 
For other blefTings than to gaze upon her : 
Like Heaven 1 thought (he was to be pofTefs'd, 
Where carnal Thoughts can no admittance find ; 
And had I not percciVd her Love to you, 
I had not known the nature of my flame ; 
But then I found it out by JeaJoufy, 
And what I look for a Seraphick motion, 
I now decline as criminal and earthly. 

Alcip. When (he can love to a difcovery, 
It Ihows her Paflion eminent and high ; 

But 1 am married — to a Maid thai hates me : 

What help for that, Pi/aro 1 
And thou haft fomethmg too to fay of her, 
What was't .' for now thou haft undone me quite. 
Pi/. I have nought to fay to her difhonour. Sir, 
But fomething may be done may give you caufe 
To Hand upon your Guard ; 

N4 
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And if your Rage do not the mallery get, 
I cannot doubt but youll be happy yet 

Alcip, Without Erminia that can hardly be, 
And yet I find a certain fhame within 
That will not fuffer me to fee the Princefe ; 
I have a kind of War within my Soul, 
My Love againft my Glory and my Honour ; 

And I could wifh, alas I know not what : 

Prithee inflrudl me. 

Pif. Sir, take a refolution to be calm, 
And not like Men in love abandon Reafon. 

You may obferve the a6lions of thefe Lovers^ 

But be not paffionate whatever you find ; 
That headflrong Devil will unao us all ; 
If youll be happy, quit its company. 

Alcip, I fain w^ould take thy counfd \Paufes. 

Pi/, Come, clear up my Lord, and do not hang the 
head 
Like Flowers in florms ; the Sun will (hine again. 
Set Galatec^s Charms before your Eyes, 
Think of the Glory to divide a Kingdom ; 
And do not wade your noble Youth and Time 
Upon a peevifh Heart you cannot gain. 
This day you mufl to th' Camp, and in your abfence 
rU take upon me what I fcorn d lafl night, 

The Office of a Spy 

Believe me, Sir, for by the Gods I fwear, 

I never wifh'd the glory of a Conquell 

With half that zeal as to compofe thefe differences. 

Alcip. I do believe thee, and will tell thee fomething 
That pad between the Prince and 1 lafl night ; 
And then thou wilt conclude me truly miferable. [Exmnt 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Falatius, Labree, they meet Qeontius. 
Cle. Your Ser\'ant, my Lord. 
— fo coldly, flay — your reafon, Sir. 

[Pal. puts off his Hat a little^ andpaffes otu 
Fal. How mean you, Sir ? 
Cle, Do you not know me ? Fai. 
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Fal, Yes, I have feen you, and think you are CU- 
ontiuSy 
A Servant of the Prince's ; wert i'th' Campagnia too, 
If I miilake not. 

Cle, Can you recal me by no better inflances ? 

Fai, WTiat need of any pray ? 

CU. I am a Gentleman. 

Fal. Ha, Labree, what means he now ? 
By yove I do not queftion it, CleonHus : 
What need this odd Pundlilio ? 
I call thee to no account 

Cle, That's more than I can fay to you, Sir. 

Fal, m excufe you for that 

Cle. But fhall not need, Sir ; flay, I have a Sifter. 

Fal. Oh the Devil, now he begins. 

Cle. A handfome Sifter too, or you deceiv'd her. 

Lab. Bear up, Sir, be not huft \Afide. 

Fai. It may be fo, but is ftie kind, Cleontitis ? 

[FaL bears up. 

Cle. What mean you by that word ? 

Lab. Again, Sir, here's two to one. [AJlde, 

Fal. Will (he do reafon, or fo ? you imderftand me. 

Cle. I underftand that thou*rt an impudent fellow, 
Whom I muft cudgel into better manners. 

Fal. Pox on't, who bears up now, Labree ? 

Cle. Beat thee till thou confefs thou art an Afs, 
And on thy knees confefs it to Ifillia^ 
Who after that ftiall fcom thee. 

Lab. Railly with him, Sir, 'tis your only way, and put 
it off with a jeft ; for he's in fury, but dares not flnke 
i'th' Court. 

Fal. But muft you needs do this, needs fight, CleonUus ? 

Cle. Yes, by all means, I find my felf inclin'd to't 

Fal. You (hall have your defire. Sir, fareweL 

Cle. When, and where ? 

Fal. Faith very fuddenly, for I think it will not be 
Hard to find men of your trade. 
Men that will fight as long as you can do. 
And Men that love it much better than I, 
Men that are poor and damn'd, fine defperate Rogues, 

N 5 Rafcals 
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RaTcals that for a Pattacoon a Man 
Will fight their Fathers, 
And kifs iheir Mothers into peace again: 
Such, Sir, I think will fit you. 

CU. Abufive Coward, baA thou no fenfe of honooT T 

FaL Senfe of honour 1 ha, ha, ha, poor CUontius. 
Ent^ Aminta and Ohnda. 

Am. How now, Servant, why fo jovial ? 

FaL I was laughing. Madam— at 

Cle. At what, thou thing of nothing — 

Ant. CouCn CUontius,yQ\x are angry. 

CU. Madam, it is unjuCUy then, for Fools 
Should rather move the Spleen to Mirth than Anger. 

Am. YouVe too much wit to take ought Ul from him 
Let's know your quarrel. 

Fal. By jfove, Labree, I am undone f^n. 



CU. Madam, it 






Fal. Hold, dear CUontius, hold, and 111 do any thii 



CU. Juft nothing 

Fal. He was a little too familiar with me. 

CU. Madam, my Sifter Ifdlia 

Fal. A curfe he will out with it 



Sine. 
AM 



\Afid£, Pulls kirn by the Arm, 
:r Miflrefs. \Afi^ 



CU. Confefs ftie is your 

Fal. I call my Miftrefs, Madam, 

Am. My Coufin Ifillia your Miftrefs 1 
Upon my word you are a happy Man. 

Fal. By Jove if (he be your Coufin, Madam, 
I love her much the better for^ 

Am. I am beholden to you, 
But then it feems I have loft a Lover of you, 

CU. Confefs flie has, or I'll fo handle you. [Ei, Labi 

Fal. That's too much, CUoHtius but I will. 

By yove. Madam, I muft not have a Miflrefs that has mi 
Wit than my felf, they ever require more than a Maa^ 
able to give them. 

Oli. is this your way of Courtfliip 

/It/, By yove. Ladies, you get no more of that bam 
me, 'tis that has fpoiled you all ; I find Akimder can c* 
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more with a dumb (how, than I with all my Applications 
and Addrefs. 

Oli. Why, my Brr>thcr can fpeak. 

Fal. Ves, if any body durft hear him ; by yove if you 
be not kind to him, heli heflor you all ; I U get Ihc way 
on't too, 'tis the moft profperous one : I fee no other 
realbn you have to love Alcander better tlian L 

Am. Why fhould you think I do ? 

Fal. Devil, I fee't well enough by your continual Quar- 
rels with him. 

Am. Is that fo certain a proof? 

Fal. Ever while you live, you treat me too well ever to 

Enter Alcander, iiietls, offers his Sword to Aminta. 
— What new Mafquerade's this T by Jove, Alcander has 
more tricks than a dancing Bear. 

Am~ What mean you by this prcfentl 

A lean. Kill me. 

Am. What have you done to merit it 7 

Alcan. Do not ask, but do't. 

^m. Ill have a reafon firft. 

Alcan. I think I've kill'd Pi/aro. 

Am. My Brother dead I {She falls into Ike arms o/'OlL 

Fal. Madam, look up, 'tis I that calL 

Am. I care not who thou beefl, but if a Man, 
Revenge me on Alcander. [She goes out wilh Olin. 

Fal By Jove ihc has miflook her Man. This 'tis to be 
a Lover now ; a Man's never out of one broil or other ; 
but I have more Wit than Amiiila this bout, \pffers logo. 

Alcan. Come back and do your duty e'er you go. 

[PhIU him. 

Fal. 1 owe you much, Alcander. 

Alcan. Aminta faid you Ihould revenge her on me, 

Fal. Her Word's not Law I hope. 

Alcan. And 111 obey 

Fal. That may do much indeed. 

[Fal. an/wen nmth great figns of fear. 

Alcan. TTiis, if thou wert a Man, (hebad thee do. 
Why doft thou Ihake ? 

ral. No, no, Sir, I am not the man (he meant. 
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Alean. Mo matter, thou wilt ferve as weQ. 
A Lover ! and canft difobcy ihy MiflreTs 1 

Fat. I do difown her, fiacc fhe is fo wicked 
To bid me kill my Friend. 
Why, thou'rt my Friend, Alcander. 

Alcan. Ill for^vc thee that 

Fal. So will not his Majeftv: 1 may be hangM foiY 

Akan. Thou Ihouldft be damn'd e'er difobey tbjr Mif- 
trels. 

Fal. Thefe be degrees of Love 1 am not yet arriv'd at ; 
when t am, I Ihall be as ready to be damn'd in honour as 
any Lover of you all. 

Akan. Ounds, Sir, d'ye railly with me ? 

FaL Your pardon, fweet Akandfr, I prolcft I sm not 
in fo gay an humour. 

Akan. For well I had forgot my felf. [EriL 

Fal. Stark mad, by Jovt—-i&. it may be not, for Al- 
cander has many unaccountable humours. 
Well if this be agreeable to ^whVi/jt, (he's e'en as ttwd 
as he, and 'twere great pity to part them. 

Enter Plfaro, Aminta, and Olinda. 

Am. WeU, have you kiU'd him? 

Fal. Somewifer than fome. Madam. 



o dead men, you fee 
[Pifaro ram tt> Aim, and emdmets kim. 

Fal. That^s more than I could have foid within this 
half hour. AkoMJer's a very Orlando, by 7<Ti'it, and 
gone to feck out one thaf s madder yet than himfclf that 
will kill him. 

Am. Oh, dear Falatius, run and fetch him back. 

Fal. Madam, I have fo lately Tcap'd a fcouring, that 
I wilh you would take it for a mark of my PafTion to dif- 
obey you ; for he is in a damn'd humour. 

Am. He's out of it by this, I warrant you ; 
But do not tell him that Pi/aro lives. 

FaL That's as I (hall find occafion. Exit Fal. 

Pi/. Akander is a worthy Yotith and brave, 
I wifii you would efleem him fo ; 
*Tis true, there's now fome difference between us, 

Oor 
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Our Interefts are difpos'd to feveral ways, 
But Time and Management will join us all : 
111 leave you : but prithee make it thy bufinefs 
To get my Pardon for my lafl night's rudenefs. 

Am. \ fhall not fail Exit. 

Re-enter Falatius, with Alcander melancholy. 

Fal. Here, Madam, here he is. 

Am. Tell me, Alcander, why you treat me thus ? 
You fay you love me, if I could believe you. 

Alcan. Beheve a Man ! away, you have no wit, 
111 fay as much to every pretty Woman. 

Am. But I have given you no caufe to wrong me. 

A lean. That was my Fate, not Fault, I knew him not : 
But yet to make up my offence to you, 
I offer you my life ! for Tm imdone. 
If any faults of mine fhould make you fad. 

Am^ Here, take your Sword again, my Brother's welL 

She gives him the Sword again. 

Fal. Yes, by Jove, as I am: you had been nnely 
ferv'd, if I had kill'd you now. 

Am. What forry for the news, ha, ha, ha. 

A lean. No, forry ; /are a Woman, a mere Woman. 

Am. Why did you ever take me for a Man t ha, ha. 

A lean. Thy Soul, I thought, was all fo ; but I fee 
You have your weaknefs, can diflcmble too ; 

1 would have fwom that Sorrow in your face 

Had been a real one : 

Nay, you can die in jefl, you can, falfe Woman : 

I hate thy Sex for this. 

Fal. By Jove there is no truth in them, that's flat. 

\She looks fad. 

A lean. Why that repentant look? what new defign '\ 
Come, now a tear or two to fecond that, 
And I am foft again, a very Afs. 
— But yet that Look would call a Saint from th' Altar, 
And make him quite forget his Ceremony, 
Or take thee for his Deity : 
— But yet thou hall a very Hell within, 
Which thofe bewitching Eyes draw Souls into. 

Fal. Here's he that fits you, Ladies. 

Am. 
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AlcoH. Ah, do I 
But a 



it go, I know not by what Magick, 

:y Soul yields that way too. 

It is, the has a llrong magnetick B 



Fai. The tnith i 
tr, that I find. 

Alcan. But I would have none find it but my fel( 
No Soul but mine Ihall fympattiiie with hers. 

Fal. Nay, that you cannot help. 

Alcan. Yes but I can, and take it imia thee, 
thought it did fo. 

01. No quarrels here, I pray. 

FaL Madam, I owe a Reverence to the Place. 

Alcan. m fcarce allow thee that ; 
Madam, ru leave you to your Lover. 

Am. I hate thee but for laying fo. 

Alcan. Quit him then. 

Am. So I can and thee 

Alcan. The Devil lake 



FaL And 111 not be out-done 



if you efcape me fo. 
importunity. 



SCENE III. 

Enter Galatea and Erminia. 

Er. And 'tis an ail below my Quality, 
Which, Madam, will not fuffer me to fly. 

Gal. Erminia, e'er you boail of what you are, 
Since you're fo high 111 tell you what you are : 
Your Father was our General 'tis true, 
That Tide juftly to his Sword was due ; 
'Twas nobly gain'd, and worth his Blood and Toils, 
Had he been fatisfied with noble Spoils : 
But with that fmgle honour not content, 
He needs muft undermine the Government ; 
And 'caufe he had gain'd the Army to his fide, 
Believ'd his Treafon mufl be juftify'd. 
For this (and julUy) be was banifhed ; 
Where wbitjl a low and unknown life he led. 
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F Far from the hope and glory of a Throne, 
I In a poor humble Cottage you were bom ; 
\ Your early Beauty did it fclf difplay, 
" It could BO more conceal it felf than Day : 
ur Eyes did firft Philaudet'i Soul infpire, 
f And Fortune too conform'd her to his fire. 
I That made your Father greater than before, 
I And what he juflly lofl that did rellore. 
[•Twas that which firft thy Beauty did difclofe, 
■Which elfe had wither'd hke an unfeen Rofe ; 
■Twas that which brought thee to the Court, and there 
IjMfpos'd thee next my felf, i'th' higheft Sphere: 
*" IS obfcurely elfe thou'dft liv'd and died, 

it knowing thy own Charms, nor yet this Pride. 
Er. Madam, m this your Bounty is fevere, 
d to fparc that repetition here. 
' I hope no Aflion of my Life fliould be 
So rude to charge your Generofity: 
But, Madam, do you think it juft to pay 
Your great Obligements by fo falfe a way ? 
Aldppu^ Paffion merits fome return, 
Ind Ihould that prove but an ingratefd fcom ? 
klas I am his Wife ; to difobey, 
Hy Fame as well as Duty I betray. 
GiU. Perfidious Maid, I might have thought thou'dA 

Falfe to thy Prince, and Rival in my Love. 

I thought too juftly he that conquer d me 

Had a fufficient power to captive thee ; 

Thou'ft now reveng'd thy Father's Jhame and thin^ 

In taking thus Philander's Life and mine. [Er. •wteps. 

Er. Ah Madam, that you would believe my tears, 
Or from my Vows but fatisfy your Fears. 
By all the Gods, Aldppus I do hate. 
And would do any thing to change my fate ; 
Ought that were jull and noble f dare do. 

Gal. Enough, Ermiuia, I rauft credit you, 
And will no other proof of it require. 
But that you'll now fubinit to my di^fire ; 

Indeed 
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Indeed, Erminia, you mud grant my fuit, 
Where Love and Honour caJh, make no difputa 
Pity & Youth that never lov'd before. 
Remember 'tis a Prince that does adore \ 
Who offers up a Heait that never found 
It could receive, till from your Eyes, a wound. 

Er. To your command fliould 1 fubmit to yidd. 
Where could I from Alcippus be conccal'd ? 
What could defend me from his jealous Rage? 

Gal. Trun me, Ernania, I'll for that engage. j 

Er. And then my Honour by that Sights o'eithroM 

Cai. That being Philander'%, he'll prefcrve his owu 
And that Ermim'a fure will ntfcr dillruft, ,^ 

Er, Ah Madam, give me leave to fear the woift. 
Enter Aminta. 

Am. Madam, Alcippus waits for your Com 
He's going to the Cajnp. 

Gal. Admit him. 

Enter Alcippus and Pifaro. 

Gal. Alcippus, 'tis too Ifion to leave Erminia. 

Aicip. I wilh fhe thought fo, M.idam, 
Or could believe with what regret I do fo ; 
She then would think my faults were much too & 
For fuch a Penance as my Soul mufl fulfer. 

Am. No matter. Sir, you have the Year before y 

Aicip. Yes, Madam, fo has every Galley Slave, 
That knows his Toil, but not his Rccompcnce : 
To-morrow I expcil no more conient, 
Than this uneafy Dav afforded me ; 
And all before me is out one grand piece 
Of endlefs Grief and Madnefs : 
— You, Madam, taught Erminia to be cruel, 
A Vice without your aid ftic could have Icami; 
And now to exercife that new taught Art, 
She tries the whole experience on my Heart. 

Gal. If Ihe do fo, (he learnt it not of me, 
I love, and therefore know no Cruelty : 
Such outrage cannot well with i:Ovc refide, 
Which only is the mean cffeil of Pride ; 
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it better thoughts from yov 
, Pardon me, Madam, if m. 
Dcyond the limits of my high refpec\ ; \He bnetlt. 

— Tis a rude guft, and ments your reproaches : 
But yet the faucy Flame can ne'er controul 
That Adoration which I owe my Princcfs ; 
That, with Religion, look pofTelTion here. 
And in my Prayers I mix with you the Deities. 

Gal. I'ad rather you ftiould treat me as a Mortal, 
Rife and begin to do fo. [Ri/a and lowt. 

Alcip. Now, Madam, what muft I expefl from you? 
Er. Alcippiis, all that's to your Virtue due. 
Alcip. In that but common Jul\ice you allow. 
Er. That, Juftice. Sir, is aU I can bcftow. 
Alcip. In juAice then you ought to me religiij 
That which the Holy Pnefl inlitled mine ; 
Yet that, without your Heart, ! do defpifc, 
For uncompell'd I'd have that facrifice ; 
— Come eale me of that Pain that prefles here, 
Give me but Hope that may fecure my Fear, 
I'm not alham'd to own my Soul poffcft 
With Jealoufy, that takes away my reft 
—Tell me youll love, or that my Suit is vain, 
Do any think to eafe me of my pain. 
Gods, Madam, why do you keep me in fufpence? 
This cannot be the etTc«s of Innocence ; 
By Heaven I'll know the caufe, where e'er it lies. 
Nor (hall you fool mc with your feign'd difguife. 
Fif. You do forget your promife, and this PreTenct 

\_A/ide lo Alcip. 
Alcip. 'Twas kindly urg'd, prtthec be near me Bill, 
And tell me of the faults that look unmanly. 
Gal. Dear, if thou lov^ me, flatter him a little. 

[To Er. iifidc. 
Er. 'Tis hard to do, yet 1 will try it, Madam. 
Gal. Ill leave you, that you may the better do fo. 
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At jrour return youll find us much more kind. 

\He bows, flu got* 

Alcip. Can you forgive the rafhncfs of a Maiu 
That knows do other Laws but thofe of Paf^oa ( 

Er. You arc unkind to think I do not, Sir ; 
—Yes, and am grown fo foftened by my pity. 
That I'm afraid I (hall neglefl my Vows, 
And to return your Paflion, grow ingrate. 

Alcip. A few more fyllablcs exprds'd like thcfc, 
Wili raife my Soul up to the woril extreme, 
And give me with your Scorn an equal torment 

Er. See what power your language has upon mc 

[(« 

AUip. Ah, do not weep, a tear or two's enou^ 
For the Completion of your Cruelly, 
That when it fail'd to cxcrcife your will, 
Sunt thofe more powerfiil Weapons from your Eyes, 
And what by your fcverity you mill of, 
Thefe {but a more obliging way) perform. 
Gently, Erminia, pour the Balfam in. 
That 1 may live, and tafle the fweets of Love. 
— Ah [hould you Hill continue as you are, 
Thus wondrous good, thus excellently fair, 
I (hould retain my growing name in War, 
And all the Glories I have ventur'd for, 
And fight for Crowns to recompenfe thy Bounty. 

This can your Smiles ; biit when thofe Beanw 

clouded. 

Alas, I freeze to very Cowardice, 

And have not Courage left to kill my fett 

Er. A Fate more glorious does that Life attend. 
And docs prcferve you for a nobler end. 

Aldp. Erminia, do not footh my cafy Heart, 
For thou my Fate, and thou my Fortune art ; 
Whatever other blclfings Heaven defign, 
Without my dear Ermittin, 111 decline. 
Yet, Madam, let me hope before I go, 
In pity that you ouyht lo let me do : 
'Tis all you Ihall allow m' impatient heart r 
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Er, That's what againft my will I mnfl impart : 
But wifh it pleafe the Gods, when next we meet, 
We might as Friend, and not as Lovers greet \ExeunL 



A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Enter Galatea ^»i^ Aminta, met by Philander <im/ Alcander. 

Pki. Qo hafty, Sifter! 

^J Gal, Brother, I am glad to meet you. 
Afmnta has fome welcome News for you. 

Anu My Lord ! 
Erminia yet is hardly brought to yield ; 
She wants but fome encoun^ement from you. 
That may aflift her weaknefs to fubdue. 
And 'twas but faintly (he den/d to fee you. 

Phi. However, I will venture. 
She can but chide, and that will foon be paft : 
A Lover's Anger is not long to laft. 

Am, Ifillia I have won to give you entrance. 

Phi, Love fiimifli me with pow^iiil Arguments : 
Diredl my Tongue, that my diforder'd Seme 
May fpeak my Paffion more than Eloquence. \Aiide. 

Gal. But is Alcippus gone ? 

Alcan. Madam, an hour fmce. 

Phi, 'Tis well ; and Sifter, 
Whilft I perfuade Erminia to this flight, 
Make it your bufinefs to perfuade the King, 
Hang on his neck, and kifs his willing cheek : 
Tell him how much you love him, and then (mile. 
And mingle Words with Kiftes ; 'twiU o'ercome him 
Thou haft a thoufand pretty Flatteries, 
Which have appeas'd his higheft fits of Faftion : 
A Song from uiee has won him to that reft, 
Which neither Toil nor Silence could difpofe him to. 
Thou know'ft thy power, and now or never \ife it 

Gai. 'Twas thither I was going. 

Phi 
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Phu Ma/ft thou be profperous. 

\Exeunt PhL and GaL 

Am, What now, Alcander ? 

A lean. As 'twas, Aminta. 

A in, How*s that? 

Alcan, Such a diflrafled Lover as you left me. 

Am, Such as I found you too, I fear, Alcander, 

Alcan, Ah, Madam, do not wrong me fo ; 
Till now I never knew the joys and forrows 
That do attend a Soul in love like mine : 
My Paflion only fits the Objedl now ; 
I bate to tell you fo, 'tis a poor low means 
To gain a Miftrefs by, of fo much wit : 
Aminta, you're above that common rate 
Of being won. 

Mean Beauties fhould be flatter'd into praife, 
Whilft you need only Sighs from every Lover, 
To tell you who you conquer, and not how, 
Nor to mftrufl you what attradls you have. 

Am, This will not ferve to convince me, 
But you have lov*d before. 

Alcan, And will you never quit that Error, Madam ? 

Am, Tis what I've rcafon to believe, Alcander^ 
And you can give me none for loving me : 
Fm much unlike Lucinda whom you figh'd for, 
I'm not fo coy, nor fo referv^d as fhe ; 
N or fo defigning as Flonxna your next Saint, 
Who ftarv'd you up with hope, till you grew weary ; 
And then Ardelia did redo re that lofs. 
The little foft Ardelia,, kind and fair too. 

Alcan, You think you re wondrous witty now. A* 
minta^ 
But hang me if you be. 

Am, Indeed Alcander^ no 'tis fimplc truth : 
Then for your bouncing Miftrefs, long Brunetta^ 
O that majeftick Garb, 'tis ftrangely taking, 
That fcomful Look, and Eyes that ftrike all dead 
That ftand beneath them. 
Alcander^ I have none of all thefe Charms ; 
But well, you fay you love mc ; could you be 

Con- 
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Content to difmifs thefe petty Iharers in your Heart, 
And give it all to me ; on thefe conditions 
I may do much. 

A lean, AmintOy more perhaps than I may like. 

Am, Do not fear that, Akander, 

A lean. Your Tealoufy incourages that Fear. 

Am, If I be io, Pm the fitter for your humour. 

A lean. That's another reafon for my fears ; that ill- 
Luck owes us a fpite, and will be fiu^e to pay us with 
loving one another, a thought I dread. Farewell, A- 
minta ; when I can get loofe from Ardelia^ I may 
chance wait on you, till then your own Pride be your 
Companion. [Holds hinu 

Am, Nay, you fhall not go, Aleander, 

A lean, Fy on% thofe Looks have loft their wonted 
Force, 
I knew you'd call me back to fmile upon me, 
And then you have me fure ; no, no, Amintay 
111 no more of that. \Goes out 

Am, 1 have too much betray'd my PafTion for him, 
— I muft recal it, if I can I muft : 

— I will — for ihould I yield, my power's o'erthrown, 

And what's a Woman when that glory's gone ? 

[Exeuns* 

SCENE II. 

Enter Alcippus and Pifaro. 

Fif, You feem'd then to be pleas'd with what (he faid. 

Alcip. And then methought I was fo. 
But yet even then I fear'd me did diffcmble. 
— Gods, what's a Man poffeft with Jealoufy ? 

Pi/, A ftrange wild tning, a Lover without reafon ; 
I once have prov'd the torture on*t, 
But as unlike to thine as good from evil ; 
Like fire in Limbecks, mine was foft and gentle, 
Infufmg kindly heat, till it diftill'd 
The fpirits of the Soul out at my Eyes, 
And lo it ended. 
But thine's a raging Fire, which never ccnfcs 

Till 
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Till it has quite deflro^d the goodl)r Edifice 
Where it fim took beginning. 
Faith Jlrive, Sir, to fupprcfs it. 

Alcip. Ho, 111 let it run to its extent. 
And fee what then 'twill do. 
Perhaps 'twill make me mad, or end my life. 
Either of which will eafe me. 

Pi/. Neither of thcfe,<4^f>/N^: 
It will unman you, make you too defpis'd ; 
And thofe that now admire will pity yoti. 

Alcip. What wouldft Ihou have me do ? 
Am I not ty'd a Slave lo follow Love, 
WhiUl at my back Freedom and Honour vraiXs, 
And I have loft the power to welcome them? 
Like thofe who meet a Devil in the night, 
And nil afrighted gaze upon the Fury, 
But dare not turn their backs to what they fear, 
Tho fafety lie behind them. 
Alas I I would as willingly as thofe 
Fly from this Devil, Love. 

Pi/. You may, like thofe afrighted, by degrees 
Allay your fenfe of terror in the Objeifl, 
And then its Power will leflen with your Fear, 
And 'twill be eafy lo forgo the Fantafm. 

Alcip. No, then like the daran'd Qhod it follows me. 

Phi. Let Rcafon then approach it, and examine it. 

Alcip. Love is a furly and a lawlefs Devil, .' 

And will not anfwer Reaton. 
I mull encounter it fomc other way, 
For I win lay the Fiend. 

Pi/. What would you have, Alcippus ? 

Alcip. I'd have fail play, Pi/aro. 
— I find the cheat, and will not to the Camp ; 
— Thou Ihalt fupply my place, and III return : 
The Night grows on, and fomething will be done 
That I mull be acquainted with. 

Pi/. Pardoti me, Sir, if I refufe you here : 
1 find you're growing up to Jealoulies, 
Which I'll not truft .alone with you. 

Alcip. Thou know'ft perhaps of fomething worthy it. 1 
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PU. I mull confers, your Paflions give me caufc. 
If I had any Secrets, to conceal them ; 
But 'lis no time nor place to make difputes in t 
WiUyoutoHorfe? 

Atdp. Will you not think fit 1 Ihould return then? 
I can be calm. 
Pif. What is't you mean by this return, Ala'ppus % 
Alcip. To fee Ertitiuia, is not that enough 
To one in love, as I am ? 
Pi/. But, Sir, fuppofe you find PMlaiukr there 1 
Aicip. Then I fuppofe I (hall not much approve on't. 
Pi/. You would be at your laft night's rage again. 
Ala'ppus, this will ruin you for ever. 
Nor is it all the Power you think you have 
Can fave you, if he once be difoblig'd. 
BcUcve me 'twas the Princcfs' paffion for you 
Made up that breach laft nighL 

Alcip. Al! this I know as well as you, Pi/aro, 
But wilt not be abus'd ; aiaa, I'm loft : 
Could 1 rccal thcfc two laft days are pail, 
Ah I Ihould be my felf again, Pi/aro, 
. X would refufe theife Fetters which I wear, 
I And be a Slave to nothing but to Glory. 
I Pi/ That were a Refolution worthy of you. 
f -—But come 'tis late, what you refolve conclude. 
r Alcip. I am refolv'd I win not to the Camp, 
I A fecret inclination does perfuade me 
' To vifit my ErvUnia to night 
I Pi/. Comes it from Love or Jealoufy ? 

Atdp. The ferft, good faith, Pi/aro; thou'rt fo fear- 
ful 

You (ball to th' Camp before, ^ 

And 111 be with you early in the Morning. 
Pi/. Give me your hand, and promife to be calm. 
Alcip. By all our Frieadfhips, as the Weftem Winds, 
\Givci his hand. 
Nothing that's done ftiall e'er tnrage me mote, 
Honour s the Miftrefs 111 henceforth adore. \Bxit. 

Pi/. I will not tcuft you tho. [Goes out another -way. 
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k. 

Alcan. Ifillia. [Calls at tht loileiitgs p/"Enninla, 

ini. Who's ihere? 
Alcan. A Fricaid. 
I/il. tAyljard A karaler^ 
Alcan. The fame. 
IJil. Where's the Prince* 
Phi. Here, /Jlilia. 

i. To fuch a Heaven as ibou conduft'ft mc ti 
Tho thou fhouldfl Iraverre Hell, I'd follow ihec. 
Alcan. VouTl come back in charily, /filUa ? 
IJSl. Yes, if I dare trail you alone with me. 

[JAtygoaJIiit. 

SCENE IV. 

Draws q^ tH/covers Erminia in an undrefs, fitting; t9 
A^r Philander, who falls at her feci, on his ttUiS. 

Er. My Lord the Prince, what malccs your Highneft 
here? 

■. Erminia, why do you ask that needlefs queflioo ? 
i Love, Love th.tl's unfatisfied, which brought me 
hither. [Kaeels. 

Er. Rife, Sir, this pofture would become me belter. 

Fhi. Permit me, dear Erminia lo remain thui 

"TIs only by thefe figns 1 can citprefs 

What my Confufion wiJl not let me utter. 

I know not what llrange power thou bcar'fl about thee. 

But at thy fight or touch my Senfe forfakes me, 

And that, withal I had defign'd lo fay. 

Turns to a ftrange difordcr'd Bapture in mc- 

Oh Erminia 

Er. How do you. Sir? 

Phi. I am not well ; 
Too fuddenly I pafs from one extreme 
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To this of Joy, more infupportable : 
But I fhall re-alTume my nealth anon, 
And tell thee all my (lory. 

Er. Dear Sir, retire into this inner room, 
And there repofe awhile : 
Alas, I fee diforder in your Face. 

Phi, This confidence of me, is generous in thee, 

{They go into the See fie which draws over, 

S C E N E V. The Court Gallery. 

Enter Alcippus. 

Alcip. The Night is calm ana filent as my Thoughts, 
Where nothing now but Love's foft whifpers dwell ; 
Who in as gentle terms upbraids my Rage, 
Which drove to difpoflefs the Monarch thence : 
It tells me how difhonefl all my Fears are, 
And how ungrateful all my Jcaloufies ; 
And prettily perfuades thofe Infidels 
To be lefs rude and mutinous hereafter. 
Ah that I could remain in this fame Rate, 
And be contented with this Monarchy : 
I would, if my wild multitude of PalTions 
Could be appeas'd with it ; but they're for Liberty, 
And nothing but a Common-wealth within 
Will fatisfy their appetite of Freedom. 

Pride, Honour, Glory, and Ambition drive 

How to expel this Tyrant from my Soul, 

But all too weak, tho Reafon diould adid them. 

He knocks. Alcander looks out at the door, 

Alcan. Who's there? 

Alcip, A Friend. 

Ifil, Oh Heavens ! it is my Lord Aldppu^ voice. 

Alcati, Peace, IfillicL 

Alcid, I hear a Man within — open the door. 
Now, Love, defend thy Intered, or my Jealoufy 
Will grow the mightier Devil of the two elfe. 

[Ale. comes out, 
— Who's this ? one muffled in a Cloke ? 
Who art thou, who at this dead time of Night 

V0L.IIL O Had 
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Has taken pofTeflion here ? 
—Speak, or TU kill thee. 

Alcan. This were an opportunity indeed 
To do my Prince a fervice, but I dare not. 

Alcip. Whatdareftnotdo? 

Akan. Not kill thee. 

Alcart. Is that thy bufineb then f have at thee, Slave ; 
111 fpoil your keeping doors. [Runs at khn. 

[They fight, and ^rapling- Alcaadci f^eti thi' 
Sword Iff Alcippus. 

Alctp. Hc'as got my Sword, however, 111 lofe no 

It may be 'tis his office to detain mc. [ffegost m. 

Alcan. I'm wounded, yet I will not leave him fo ; 
There may be Mifchicf in him, tho unann'd. [Cots m. 

S C E N E VI. A Bed-c/tamber. 

Difcovers Erminia, Philander _^///«^ on th£ Bed, to them 
Ifdlia, a Sword and Hat on tke Table. 
Ifil. Ah, Madam, Alcipput. 
Er. Alcippus, where ? 
Ifil. I left him in a quarrel with AlcamUr, 
And hear him coming up. 

Er. For Heaven's fake. Sir, fubmjt to be conceal'd. 
Pki. Not for the world, Erminia, 
My Innocence Ihall be my guard and thine. 
Er. Upon my knees I beg you'll be coDCcal'd, 

[A Kfli/e. 
He coroes ; Philander, for my Tafety ga 
Pki. I never did obey with more regret. 
[He hides him/elf behind the Bed, and in ha/Ie leaves 
his Sword and Hat on the Table ; Alcippus comet in. 
Alcip. How now, Erminia^ 
How conies it you are up fo late t 

Er. I found my fclf not much inclln'd to Heep ; 
I hope 'tis no offence. 

Why do you look fo wildly round about yon I 
Alap. Methinks. Ermnirt. you are much confus'd. 

Er. 
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Er. Alas you cannoi blame me \ 
Ifillia tells me you were much inmg'd 
Againil a Lover (he was eniertauiing. 

Akait. A Lover— was ihat a time for Courtfhip ? 
Such Actions, Madam, will reflet on you. 

[IfiUia gois to take the Hat aiid Sword aruiJUde 
into her lap, which htjtes. callt to her. 
— What have you there, I/tlHa ? 
Come back, and let me fee what 'tis. 

\Iie lakes them from her. 
— ha — a Sword and Hat — Erminta, whofe be thefe ? 

Er. Why do you ask 

Aldp. To be inform'd, is that fa great a wonder ? 

Er. They be my Father's, Sir 

AUip. Was that well faid, Erminia \ — fpeak aeaio. 

Er. What is't you would know ? 

AUip. The truth, Enmnia, 'twould become you bell. 
Do you think I take thefc things to be your Father's f 
No, treacherous Woman, I have fcen Uiis Sword, 

\Draws lite Sword. 
Worn by a Man more vigorous than thy Father, 
It had not elfe been here. 

— Where have you hid this mighty Man of valour ? 
Have you exhaufled fo his (lock of Courage, 
He has not left any t' appear withal ? 

Phi. Yes, bafe Aldppus, I have flill that Courage, 
Th' efie£\s of which thou haft beheld with wonder ; 
And now being fortified by Innocence, 
Thou't find fufficient to chaflife thy boldnefs : 
Reftore my Sword, and prove the truth of this. 

Aldp. I've hardly fo much Calmnefs left to anfwer 
thee, 
And tell thee, Prince, thou art dcceiv'd in nie. 
— I know 'tis juft I Ihould rcftorc thy Sword, 
But thou haft (how'd the bafeft of thy pky, 
And I'll return th' uncivil Treachery ; 
You merit Death for this bafe Injury. 
But you're my Prince, and that 1 own you fo. 
Is all remains in me of Senfe or Juftice ; 
The reft is Rage, which if thou K'^tt'ft no' hence 

O 2 Will 
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Will cat up that fmall morfd too of Reafon, 
And leave mc nothing to prcfcrvc thy life with. 

PhL Gods, am 1 lam^i, and bear the Trayior brave 
me? \Offirs to ntm in toiim. 

I have refcntment left, tho nothing elfa 

Alcip. Stand off, by all that's good ill loll thee dft 

[Er. putt Jur/tl/Ma.-€tm. 

Er. Ah hold. Sir, hold, the Prince ba^ no defence. 
And you are more than ann'd ; \Ta Aldp. 
What honour is't to let him murder you 1 \To tki Priiut. 
Nor would your Fame be lefTcu'd by retreaL 

Phi. Alas, I dare not leave thee here with him. 

Er, Trull me, Sir, I can make him calm agaJn- 

AMp. She counfels well, and I advife you taltc it. 

Phi. 1 will, but not for fear of thee or Death, 
Hilt from th' affurance that her Power's fufllcient 
To allay this unbecoming Fury m thee, 
And bring tbee to rqientance. 

{He gives kirn kis Sword ; Philander gnes out, 
Alcippus locks the door after him. 

Er. Alcippus, wnat do you mean ? » 

Alcip. Toknow where 'twas you Icam'd this Impudence ! 
Which you're too cunning in. 
Not to have been a flale practitioner. 

Er. Alas, what will you do ? 

Alcip. Prcfcrvc thy Soul, if thou hail any fenfc 
Of future Joys, after this vje damn'd Aiflion. 

Er. Ah, what have I done 1 

Alcip. That which if 1 Ihould let thee live, Ermin/tt, 
Would never fuffer thee to look abroad again. 

— Thou'il made thy le!f and me 

Oh, I dare not name the Monaers. 

Bui 111 deftroy them while the Gods look down, 
And fmile upon my Juftice. 

[He ffrangles her with a Carter, vikick he 
/tiatckes/rom kis Leg. 

Er. Hold, hold, and hearmy Vows of Innocence. 

Alcip. Let me be damn'd as thou art, if 1 da ; 

{Thra-u/s heron a Bed, and fits dawn <w a Chair. 
" - ■' ^ m'H ll 



—So now my Heart, I have redeem^ thee nobly, 
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Sit down and paufe a while 

But why fo (liU and tame, is one poor Murder 
Enough to fatisfy thy florm of Paffion ? 
If it were juft, it ought not here to end ; 

— If not — I've not done too much 

One knockSy he rifes after a little paufe ^ and 
opens the door ; enter Page. 

Page. My Lord, Pifaro 

Alcip. Pifaro, Oh that Name has wakened mc, 

A Name till now had never Terror in't I 
— I will not fpeak with him. 

Page. My Lord, he's here. [Page goes out. 

Enter Pifaro. 

Pif. Not fpeak with me ! nay then I fear the worft. 

A kip. Not for the world, Pifaro 

[Hides his face with his hand, V\Lfees Ennlnla. 

Pif Thy guilt is here too plain, 
I need not read it in thy bluftiing face, 
She's dead and pale : Ah, fweet Erminia ! 

Alcip. If fhe be dead, the fitter (he's for me, 
She'll now be coy no more, nor cry I cannot love, 
And frown and blufh, when I but kifs her hand : 
Now I fhall read no terror in her Eyes, 
And what is better yet, fliall ne'er be jealous. 

Pif Why didfl thou make fuch hafle to be undone ? 
Had I detain'd thee but an hour longer, 
Thoud'fl been the only happy of thy Sex. 

1 knew thou didfl diflemble when we parted, 

And therefore durfl not trufl thee with thy Paffions : 
I only flaid to gather from my Sifter 
What news I might concerning your affairs. 
Which I with joy came to impart to you. 
But moft unfortunately came too late : 
Why didft thou yield obedience to that Devil, 
Which urg'd thee to deftroy this Innocent ? 

Alcip. Pifaro, do not err ; 
I found the Prince and (he alone together. 
He ail diforder'd like a Ravifhcr, 
Loofe and unbutton'd for the amorous play ; 
O that (he had another Life to lofc ? 

O 3 Vii. 
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Pif. You wrong her tnoll inhumanly, you do ; 
Her Blood, yet fenfible of Ihe injury, 
Flows loher face to upbraid Uiy Cruelty. 
— Where doft thou mean, bad Man, to hide thy head ? 
Vengeance and Juftice will purfue thee dcJe, 
And hardly leave thee time for Penitence. 
— What will the Princefs fay to this return 
You've made to all the offers (he has fent 
This night by Prince Fhilaitder'i 

Aldp. Oh when you name the Princefe and PUlattd^, 
Such different Pafiions do at once pofTefs me. 
As fink my over-laden Soul to Hell. 
— — Alas why do I live? 'tis lofing time ; 
For what is Death, a pain that's looncr ended 
Than what I felt from every frown of hers ? 
— It was but now that lovely thing had Life, 
Cauld fpeak and weep, and had a ihoufand Charms, 
That had oblig'd a Murderer, and Madncfs't felf 
To'vc beer her tame Adorers. 
Yet now ihould even her befl belov'd, the Prince 
With all his Youth, his Beauties and Defires, 
Fall at her Feet, and tell his tale of Love, 
She hardly would return his amorous Smiles, 
Or pay his meeting KifTcs back again ; 
Is not that fine, Pi/aro ? 

EtY. Sir, 'tis no time to talk in, oome with m^ 
For Here's no fafety for a Murderer. 

Aldp. I will not go, alas I feck no Safety. 

Pif. I will not now difpute that vain reply. 
But force you to fecurity. 

[Pifaro drawi him out, fkt Settle ctqfrs. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Philander, Alcander, Galatea, Aminta, and Falatius. 

Fal. Ah fly, Sir, fly from what I have to tcU you. 

Alton. What's the news ? 

Fal. Ah, Sir, the difmal'd heavy news that e'er was 
told or heard. 

Cn/. No matter, out mth it. 

fa/. 
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Fal. Erminia, Madam 

Phi. ErmtHtA, what of her t 

Fal. I5 dead. Sir. 

Alcan. What, haft thou loll thy Wits? 

Fal. I had them not about me at the fight, 
I clfc had been undone ; Alas Ermiuiiii dead, 
Miirder'd, and dead. 

Alca$u It cannot be, thou l/ft. 

Fal. By Jove, I do not, Sir, I law her dead : 
Alas, I raji as I was wont to do, 
Without demanding licence, to her Chamber, 
But found her not as I was wont to do, 

[The WotneH vxep. 
In a gay humour, but (lone-dead and cold. 

Phi. A Icander, am I awake ! — or being fo, 
Doft not perceive this fenfelcfs Flelh of mine 
Hardened into a cold benumbed Statue 1 
— Methinks— it docs — fupport me — or I fall ; 

And fo ( hall break to pieces 

[Falls into his Arms. Heleadshim i>Ht. 
Gal. Ah lovely Maid, was this tby defliny ? 
Did Heaven create thy Beauties to this end ? 

1 mud dillrufl their Bounties, who negle^^ed 

The bed and faireft of their handy-work ; 
This will incourage Sin, when Innocence 
Mud periOt thus, and meet with no defence. 
Enter tke King twiJOrguiius. 
Org. If murder'd Innocence do cry for Juftice, 
Can you, great Sir, make a defence againll it ? 
King. 1 think I cannot. 

Org. Sir, as you are pious, as you are my Kin& 
The Lover and Protector of your People, 
Revenge Ertninids Murder on Aldppus. 

Gal. If e'er my Mother, Sir, were dear to you, 
As from your Tears I gueft whene'er you nam'd her ; 
If the remembrance of thofe Charms remain, 
Whofe weak refembbnce you have found in me, 
For which you oft have faid you loVd me dearly ; 
Dif^nfe your mercy, and prefcrve this Copy, 
Which elle muft pcrilh with th' Original. 

O 4 f^i'<S- 



330 The Forc'd Marriage; 



c you, Sir, lo fpare Alcippu^ Life. 

King. You are unjufl, if you demand a Life 
Muft (all a Sacrifice to Ermini<f% Oholl, 
Thai is a debt I have io^g'd to pay. 

Gal. Sir, if that Promife be already paft, 
And that your Word be irrevocable, 
I vow I will not live a moment after him. 

King. How, Galatea ! I'd rather hop*d you'd join'd 
Your Prayers with his. 

Gal. Ah, Sir, the late Petition which I made you 
Might have infonned you why thefe Knees are bow'd ; 
'Twas but this night I did confefs I lov'd him, 
And you wouid have allow'd that PalTion in me, 
Had he not been Erminitis : 
And can you queflion now what this Addrefs mean! t 

Org. Remember, Sir, Erminia was my Daughter. 

G^. And Sir, remember that I am your Daughter. 

Org. And fliall the Traitor live that murder'd her ? 

Gm. And will you by his Death, Sir, murder me ? 
In dear Erndnias Death too much is done ; 
If you revenge that Death, 'tis two for one. 

Org. Ah, Sir, to let him live's unjufl in you. 

Gal. And killing me, you more inJufUce do. 

Org. Ala'pfiits, Madam, merits all your Love, 
That could fo cruel to Erminia prove. 

Gal. If Lovers could be rul'd by Reafon's Laws, 
For this complaint on him we 'ad had no caufe. 
Twas Love that made him this rafh afl commit ; 
Had (he been kind, 't had taught liim to fubmil. 
— But might it not vour prtfent Griefs augment, 
I'd fay that you defcrve this punifhment, 
By forcing her to marry with the General ; 
By which you have deiUoy'd Philander too, 
And now vou would AUippuf Life undo. 

Org. That was a fault of duty to your Majcfly. 

h'ing. Tlio that wert honed, 'twere nol wifely done ; 
For had I known the pafTiun ol my Son, 
And how elTentia] 'twas to his content 
I willing had granted my confent ; 
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Her Worth and Beauty had fufficient been 
T'ave rais'd her to the Title of a Queen. 
Did not my glorious Father, great Gomal^ 
Marry the Daughter of his Admiral ? 
And 1 might to my Son have been as kind, 
As then my Father did my Grandfire find. 

Org. You once believ'd that I had guilty been. 
And had the Punifhmcnt, but not the Sin ; 
I fuffer'd when 'twas thought I did afpire, 
And fhould by this have rais'd my crimes yet higher. 

King, How did Philander take Erminia's death ? 

GaL My own furprize and grief was fo extream, 
I know not what effedls it had in him ; 
But this account of him, I'm forc'd to give, 
Since fhe is dead, I know he cannot live. 

King, 111 know Philander's fate e'er I proceed ; 
And ifhe die, Alcippus too (hall bleed. [Exeunt 

SCENE VIII. The Gallery. 

Enter Falatius and Fabree. 

FaL Wert thou never valiant, Labree ? 

La, Yes, Sir, before I ferv'd you, and fince too: I 
am provok'd to give you proofs on't fometimes ; for 
when I am angry I am a very He6lor. 

FaL Ay, the Devil when a body's angry, but that's 
not the Valour in mode ; Men fight now a-days without 
that, and even embrace whilfl they draw their Swords on 
one another. 

Iju Ay, Sir, thofe are Men that defpife their lives. 

FaL Why that's it, Labree^ that I would learn to do, 
and which I fear, nothing but Poverty will make me do ; 
7<^t/^ defend me from that experiment 

Enter Erminia veiVd with a thin Taffety, 

La, What's the matter. Sir? Does the fit take you 
now? 

FaL Save us, fave us, from the Fiend. 

La, A Ghoft, a Ghoft ! O, O, O ! 

\They fall Jhaking on the Ground, 

3—31 O 5 Er, 
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Er. This was a happy miflake, now I may pa& with 
fafety. [Ex. 

Fal. Look up, Labree, if thou baft any of that 
Courage thou fpakcll of but now. 

La. I dare not, Sir, experience yours I pray. 

Fid. Alas, alas, 1 fear we are both rank Cowards. 

Za. Rife, Sir, 'tis gone. 

Fal. This was wone than the in^\ Akander y\A me 
into by much. \Th«y rife ana go out. 

SCENE IX. ' 

Enter Philander and Cleontius. 
Phi. I know he's fle-d to the Canip, 
For there he only can fecure hitnfelf. 

Clco. I do not think it, Sir. 
He's too brave to juftify an Artion 
Which was the Outrage only of his PafGon, 
That foon wiU toil it felf into a Calm, 
And then will grow conTideratc again. 
And hate the Rafhnefs it provok'd him to. 

Phi. That ihall not ferve his turn— go 
Telt him I'll get his Pardon of the King, 
And (et him free from other fears of Jiulice. 
But thofe which I intend to execute. 
If he be brave, hell not rcfufe this offer ; 
If not. 111 do as he has done by me, 
And meet his hated Soul by Treachery. [C^ S"^^ ^•''" 

And then I've nothing more to do but die, 

Ah how agreeable are the thoughts of Death ? 

n kindly do they entertain my Soul, 

"■■ - ' ■^- •■, tiieL_ , 

-but flay, 
That facrcd Spirit yet is unreveng'd, 

I'll fend that Traitor's Soul to eternal Night, 

Then mine (hall take its fo defired Flight. [Gdiag cut. 
Enter Erminia, calls him. 
Er. Return PhilaaiUr, whither wouldft thou fly ? 
Phi. What Voice is that ? 

j Turnsj/ees her, andis frighted. 
Er. 
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Phi. Thou Gods what art thou — in that lovdy 

fhapel 

Er, A Soul that from Elyfium made efcape, 

[As^e cornet towards him, he goes back in 

To vifitthee ; why doft thou (leal away? 
Ill not approach thcc nearer than I may. 

Phi. Why do I (hake it is Erminic^s form 

And can that Beauty ought that's ill adorn ) 

In every part Erminia Ao6s appear, 

And fure no Devil can inhabit there. 

[He comes on and kneels, one knocks, Jke 
Jleals back in at a door, 

Alcatt. My Lord the Prince ! 

Phi. Ha — Oh Gods, I charge thee not to vani(h yet ! 
1 charge Ihee by thofe Powers thou dofl obey, 
Kot to deprive me of thy blelTed fight. 

Er. I will revifit thee. 

Enter Alcander. 

Phi. I'm not content with that. 
• Stay, (lay, my dear Erminia. 

Alcan. What mean you, Sir I 

[He ri/es and looks Jtill affrighted. 

Phi. Alcander, look, look, how (he glides away, 
Doft thou not fee't ? 

Alcan. Nothing, Sir, not I. 

Phi. No, now (he's gone again. 

Alcan. You are diforder'd, pray fit down a while. 

Phi. No, not at all, Alcander ; I'm my felf, 
I was not in a Dream, nor in a Paffion 
When (he appear'd, her Face a little pale, • 
Bui dfe my own Erminia, (he her felf, 
1 mean a thing as like, nay it fpoke too, 
And I undaunted anfwer'd it again ; 
But when you knockt it vanifht 

Alcan. 'Twas this^«»«/a would perfuade me to. 
And faith I laught at her. 
And wi(h I might have leave to do fo now. 

Phi. You do difpieafe me with your Unbelief. 
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Alcan. Why, Sir, do you think there can indeed be 
GhorU? 

Phi. Pray do not urge my Senfe to lofe its nature- 

Er. It is Akander, I may truil him too. 

[Shr pctps in on them, and coma ouL 

PhL Look where ftie comes ^ain, credit thy Eyes, 
Which did perfuadc thee that they faw her dead. 

Alcan. By Heaven ajid fo they did. 

[Both frem fHgXUd. 

Gods this is wondrous flrange ! yet I can bear 

it, if it were the Devil himfclf in that feir Ihape. 

Phi. And yet thou (li^elL 

Akait. 1 do, but know not why. 

Inform us, lovely Spirit, what thou .trt, 

A God — or Devil ; if either, thou art welcome. 

Er. You cannot thiok, Alcandery there be Ghofts. 

[She givxi her handt to him and Phi. lehick 
they rejuft to touch. 
No, give me your hand, and prove mine Belh and btood. 
— Sir, you were wont to credit what 1 faid, 
And 1 would aill merit that kind opinion. 

Phi. ErmiHia, Soul of Swectnefs, is ii you 1 
— How do youravifh with excefe of Joysl 

Er. Softly, dear Sir, do not cxprcfs that Joy, 
Left you deftroy it by your doing fo. 
I fly for fanifluary to your Arms ; 
As yet none knows 1 Uvc, but poor Ifillia, 
Who bathing of my cold face with her tears, 
Pcrcciv'd fame figns of life, and us'd what means 
Her Love and Duty did indnifl her in ; 
And 1 in half an hour was fo reviv'd. 
As Ihadfcnfe of all was paft and dune; 
And to prevent a death I yet mif{ht fear, 
If mad AlcipPus had retum'd again, 
— Alone I came to you, where 1 could find 
Alone my Safety too. 

Phi. From Gods and Men, Erminia, thou art (a£e^ 
My bed and bled Erminia. 

Er. Sir, in my coming hither I met Aminta, 
Who I may feai has alann'd all the Couit ; 

She 




She took me for a Ohoft, and ran away, 

E'er I cou'd undeceive her. 

Falatius too, afrighted even to death 

Alcan. Faith that was luckj', Madam. 
— Harlc, fome body knocks, you'd bell retire a little. 

\Leads her into Ike door. 
Enter Galatea and Aminta liskted. 

Gal. Ah, Broiher, there's fuch news abroad 

Phi. What, dear SiAer, for I am here coafin'd. 
And cannot go to toeet it T 

Gni. Erminiiis Chan is fcen, and I'm fo frighied 

Pki. You would not fear it tho it ihould appear. 

Gal. Oh do not fay fo ; 
For tho the World had nought I held more dear, 
I would not fee her Ghoft for all that World, 

Alcan. But, Madam, 'tis fo Uke Ermiiiia 

Am. Why have you feen it to ? 

Alcan. Yea, Aminta. 

Am. Then there be Ghofts, Aieattder. 

Phi. Aminta, we'll convince him. 

[PhL hods OMt Er. who comes out/miUng. 

Gal. But how, dear Creature, wert thou thus prc- 
ferv-d? 

Phi. Another time for that, but now let's think 

(Aminta emiraea htr. 
How to preferveherftill. 
Since all believe her dead, but who are prefent, 
And that they may remain in that bleft error, 
I wiU confult with you ; but you, ray dearefl, 
Shall as the Spirit oi Erminia aO., 
And reap the glory of fo good a part; 
It will advance the new dcfign I have ; 
And, Sifter, to your care 
I muft commit the Treafure of my Life. 

Gal. It. was not kind, Ihe came not firA to me. 

Er. Madam, I fear'd the fafcty of my Prince, 
And every moment that I found I hv'd, 
Were more tormenting than thofe of deaih, 
TiU I had undeceiv'd Ms Apprehenfions. 

Pkt. 
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Phi. 'Tvas like thy felf, generous andlcind, my Dear, 
Thou mightll have come too late elfe. 

Er. But, Sir, pray whcre's my Murderer? for yet 
A better name I cannot well afford him. 

Gal. An that we know of him, 

le juil as he thought he had murder'd thee, 
And bcgg'd he would provide for his own fafety. 
But he who gave him fober promifes. 
No fooner found himfrff out of his arms, 
iiut frantick and i'th' dark he got away. 
But out o'th' Court he knows he cannot pafs 
At this dead time of night ; 
But he bdieves he is i'th Groves or Gardens, 
And thither he is gone to find him out. 

Alcan. This is no place to make a longer flay in, 
The King has many Spies about the Prince, 
Twere good you would retire to your Apartment 

GaL Well take your Counfel, Sir. 
—Good night, Brother. 

Phi. Erminia, may thy Dreams be cahn and fweet, 
As thou haft made my Soul ; 
May nothing of the Cruelty that's pad. 
Approach thee in a rude uneafy thought ; 
Remember it not fo much as in thy Prayers, 
Let me alone to thank the Gods for thee. 
To whom that Blefting only was ordain'd. 

And when I lofe my Gratitude to Htaven, 
May they deprive me of the Jo/s they've given. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 



^"'^ A NDh 

/\ Pi/- 

I found him fitti 



Enter Gaklca, Erminia., Pifaro, Aminta. 

^"i- A NDhaft thou foundhim? Eafe my mifery. 

Pi/. I have, and done as you commandea me. 
m fitting by a Fountain fide, 
Whofe Tears had power to fwell the litde tide. 
Which from the Marble Statues breaA ftiU flows, 
As filcnt and as numberlefs were thofe. 
I laid me down behind a Thicket near, 
Where undifcover'd I could fee and hear ; 
The Moon the Day fupply'd, and all below 
Intlruifled, even as much as Day could do. 
I faw his poflures, heard him rave and cry, 
'Tv/as I that kilFd Erminia, yes 'twas I ; 
Then from his almoft frantick Head he'd teir 
Whole handfuls of his weil-bceoming Hair ; 
Thus would he, till his Rage was almoll fpent. 
And then in fofter tenns he would lament t 
Then fpeak as If Erminia dill did live, 
And that Belief made him foi^el to grieve. 
— The Marble Statue Venui he miilook 
For fair Erminia, and fuch things he fpoke, 
Such unheard pafTionate things, as e'en wou'd move 
The marble Statue's felf to fall in love ; 
He'd kifs its BrcaA, and fay fhe kind was grown, 
And never mind, alas, 'twas fenfelefs Stone ; 
He took its Hand, and to his Mouth had laid it ; 
But that it came not, and its flay betray'd it ; 
Then would he blulh, and all alhara'd become, 
His Head declining, for awhile be dumb: 
His Arms upoa his Brealt acrofs would lay, 
Then fenfibly and catoily walk away ; 
And in his walk a thoufand things he faid, 
Which I forgot, yet fomething with me ftaid ; 
He did coufult the nature of the Crime, 
And Rill concluded that 'twas jufl in him ; 
He run o'er all his life, and found no aifl Thai 
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Tliat was ungenerous in him, but the faft. 
From which the Juilice took off the Difgrace, 
And might even for an aft of Virtue pajfs ; 
He did contult his Glory and his Pride ; 
And whilll he did fo, laid his grief aTide { 
Then was as calm as e'er he fecm'd to be. 

Gal. And all this while did he ne'er mentian me ? 

Pi/. Yes, Madam, and a thoufand things he faid. 
By which much Shame and PaRion he betray'd : 
And then 'twas, Madam, I llept in and gave 
Counfels, I thought him fitted to receive; 
I footh'd him up, and told him thai the Crime, 
I had committed, had the cafe been mine. 
I all things faid that might bis Griefs beguile. 
And brought him to the fwectnefs of a Smile. 
— To all I faid he lent a willing ear. 
At my reproaches too at la!l did hear. 
And with this infenfibly 1 drew him on, 
And with my flatteries fo upon him won. 
Such Gentlencfs infus'd into his Breafl, 
As has difpos'd his wearied Soul to reft : 
Sleeping upon a Couch I've left him now, 
And come to render this account to you, \Bovs. 

Gal. Pi/aro, 'twere the office of a Friend, [Atcj. 

Go on and profper in this new dcfign, 
And when thou'ft done, the glory fhall be thine. {Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

Draws off, di/covers Alcippus riling from Ihe Couch. 
Alcip. I cannot deep, my Soul is fo unfumilh'd 
Of all that Sweetnefs which allow'd it reft. 
— 'Tis flown, 'tis flown, for ever ftom my breafl. 
And in its room eternal difeords dwell, 

Such as outdo the black intrigues of Hell 

Oh my fortune 

[IVegps, pulling out his kantikerckie/idropj a 
Piaure ■mth a Gla/s on Ihe rever/e. 
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— Whafs here ? Alas, that which I dare not look on. 

And yet, why (hould I fhiin that Image here. 

Which I continually about me bear ? 

But why, dear Piflure, art thou ftJU fo gay. 

Since (he is gone from whom thofe Charms were bor- 

Thofe Eyes that gave this fpeaking life to thine, 

Thofe lovely Eyes are clos'd in endlefs darkncfs ; 

There's not a Star in all the face of Heaven, 

But now out-(hines thofe Suns ; 

Suns at Noon-day difpens'd not kiodlier influence. 

And thou bleft Mirror, that hall oft heheld 

That Face, which Nature never made a fairer ; 

Thou that fo oft her Beauties back refleftcd. 

And made her know what wondrous power there lay 

in every Feature of that lovely Face. 

But ihe will fmlle no more ! no more ! no more ! 

—Why, who (hall hinder her ! Death, cruel Death. 

— 'Twas 1 that murder'd her 

Thou lyefl — thou durft as well be damn'd to touch her. 
She was all facred ; and that impious Hand 
That had profanely touch'd her. 
Had wither'd from the Body. 

— 1 lov'd her 1 ador'd her, and could I, 

Could I approach her with unhallowed thoughts ? 

—No, no, 1 durft not 

But as devoutell Pilgrims do the Shrine. 

— If 1 haddonc't, 

The Gods who take the part of Innocence, 

Had been reveng'd 

Why did not Thunder (Irike me in the Aftion? 

Why, if the Gods be jufl, and I had done't, 

Did they not fuffer Earth to fwallow me, 

Quick quick into her bofom ? 

— But yet I fay again, it was not I, 

— Let me behold this face, 

That durft appear in fuch a Villany, [//« looksitt thegla/s. 

Enter Pilaro, and 'E.rmxntidre/l Hie an Angel with ivings. 

Pi/. Look where he is. 

Er. Alas, I tremble at the fight of him. 

Pi/. 
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Pif. Fear nothing, Madam, 111 be near 
Er. Pray Hay a little longer. 



Pray (lay 



has Horror in't pale and disfigur'd. 



And lean as Envy's felf — 

Mv Eyes all bloody, ana my nanging uas 

Like Midnight's mifchief, hide the guilty Balls, 

— Anil all about me calls me Mmderer ; 

— Oh horrid Murderer I 

That very Sound tears out my hated Soul, 

And to complcat my ruin, 

111 ftill behold this Face where Murder dwells. 

\He looks in the gia/s, Ennina_/i!rflit behind him, and 
looks into it over his flujuider ; hi i-ijri^hted. 

Ha what does the Glafs piefent me ? 

What art thou f fpcak— What art thou 1 

[ Turns by degrees towards it 

Sure I am fixt, what (hall the Devil &ght me? 

Me thall he frigh^ 

Who flood the Execution of a Murder? 

But 'tis that ShapH^, and not thy Nature frights me, 

That calls the blood out of my panting Heart, 

That Traytor Heart that did confpire thy death. 

Er. Sit down and hear me 

[In a tme likt a Spirit, and points to a Chair ; /o/t Afit. 

fick begins to play, which continuts all this Seem. 
To difobey, thy punilhment ihall be ; 
To live in endlefs torments, but ne'er die. 
Akip. Thou thrcatnell high, bold Rebel 
He Jits within the Scene, bows. 
Er. Alcippus, tell me what yoit fee. 
What i^t that Tt^pear to be ? 
Alcip. My bleft Erminia deify'd. 
Er. Alcippus, j/fltt inform me true ; 
I am thus deify d by you ; 
To you I owe this bltft abode. 
For I am ha^y as a God; 
' mly come to tell tkeefo. 



From what lafi night to me was done; 
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In vaiit you rave, in vain you ivetp. 

For ivkat the Gods mujt cv^r kiep; 

In vain you mourn., in vain deplore 

A lo/s ■which tears can nier re/lore. 

The Gods their Mercies will di/penfc. 

In a more glorious RecomPeiue ; 

A World of Bleffings ihe^ve in Jlore, 

A World of Honours, Vin'ries mare ; 

Thau flialt the Kingdotrfs Darling be. 

And Kings fliall Homage pay to thee: 

Thy Sword no bounds to Conquefi fet. 

And thy Sueetfs that Sword Jhall whet; 

Princes thy Chariot-wheel /hall grace, 

Whiljl thou in Triumph bring'jl home Peace. 

This will the Gods ; the King Yet more 
Will give thee what tho/e GoiU otlore; 
And what they did create for thee, 
Alcippus look, for that is ffte. 

Enter the Princefs, who goes over the Stage as a Spirit, 
bows a little to Alcippus, and goes off. 
Alcip. The Princefs ! [He offers to rife. 

Er. Beflill; Uis fhe you mufl poffe/s, 
' Til fhe mufl make your happinefs ; 
'Tis flte mujl lead you on to find 
Thofe Bleffmgs Heaven has deflgn'd: 
'Tis fh£ll conduit you, where you'll prove 
The perfea Joys of grateful Love. 
Enter Aminta like Glory, Alcander reprefenling Honour. 

They pafs over and bow, and go out. 
Glory and Honour wait oh her. 
Enter two more reprefenting Mars and Pallas, bow and 

go out. 
With Pallas and the God of War, 
Enter Olinda like Fortune, a Page like Cupid, bow and 

goes out. 
Fortune and Love which nier agree, 
" v united bow to thee. 
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— Be •wife, Bud of their BouHiiti flutri ; 
ForifE.rramiAfiilltvas btre. 
Still fubjeB to the Unit of Life, 
She never could have been thy Wife, 
Who by the Laws of Man and Heaven 
Was to attotket's bofom given : 

And ■what Injuftict thou haft dene, 

Was only to thy Prince alone ; 
But ke has mercy, can redeem 
Tkofe Ills which thou kaft dune to him. 
— But fee, they all return again. 

[All the Difguis'd enter again and dance, with Lt>ve 
in the midil, to whom as they dance, they in or- 
der make an offer of what they cany, which muft 
be fomething to reprefent ihcm by ; which Love 
rcftifes with Nods, ftill pointing to Aicippui : the 
Dance done, they lay them at his feet, or fecm to 
do fo, and go out. 

What Ihineft thou of thy Deftiny, 
lit not agreeable to thee ? 
Tell me, Alcippus, iit not brave ? 
ts it not better than a Grave 1 
Cajl off your Tears, abandon Grief, 
And give lohatyou havefeen belief. 
Drefs all your Loola, and be as gay 
At Virgins in the Month of May ; 
Deck up that Face where Sorrow grows. 
And let your Smiles adorn your brows ; 
Recal your wonted Siaeetnefs home. 
And let your Eyes all Love become : 
For what the Cods have ■wilt'd andfaid, 
Thou hafl no power to evade. 
What th^ decree tieneeatt withfland, 
You muft obey what they command 

[She goes out, he remains immoveable for a while. 
Enter Pi faro. 

Pif. How is it man ?— what, fpeechlcfs ? 

Altip, No. 

Pi/. 
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Pi/. I left thee on the Bed, how camefl thou herel 

A/dp. I know not. 

Pi/. Have you flept? 

Alcip. Yes ever fince you left me ; 
And 'twas a kindners in thee now to wnkc me ; 
For Sleep had almoft flatter'd me to Peace, 
Which is a vile injullice. 
Hah, Pi/aro, I had fuch a Dream, 
Such a fine flattering Dream 

Pi/. How was it pray? 

Alcip. Nay, I wiU forget it ; 
I do not merit fo much peace of mind. 
As the relation of that Dream will give me : 
Oh 'twas fo pcrfefl, too, 
I hardly can perfuade my fe!f I flcpl 1 
Doft thou behcve there may be Apparitions ? 

Pi/. Doubtlefs, my Lord, there be- 

Aleip. I never could believe it till this hour, 
By Heavens 1 think 1 faw them too, Pi/atv. 

Pi/. 'Tis very poflible you're not deceiv'd. 

Alcip. Enninui% Spirit, in a glorious form. 

Pi/. I do believe you. 

Aldp. Why, is'I not ftrange? 

Pi/. It would have been, had I not heard already. 
She has this night appear'd to feveral Perfons, 
In feveral Shapes ; the fiift was to the Prince ; 
And laid fo many pretty things for you, 
As has perfuaded him to pardon you. 

Alcip. Oh Gods, what Fortune s mine ! 
I do believe the Prince is innocent 
From all that, thou haft faid. 

But yet I wilh he would difpofe his Bounties 

On thofe that would return acknowledgments j 
I hale he Ihould oblige me. 

Pi/ You are too obflinate, and mufl fubmiL 

Alcip. It cannot be, and yet methlnks I give 
A fbangc and fudden credit to this Spirit, 
It beckon'd me into another room ; 
ni follow it, and know its bulinefs there. \Aj 

Pif. Come, Sir, I am a kind of Prophet, 
And can interpret Dreams too. W 
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Well walkia while, and you (hall icll me all. 

And then 1 would advife you what to do. EreuHt. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Philander im'tk the King. 

King. Thou'll entertain'd mc with a pretty Slory, 
And call'd up fo much Nature lo thy Caufe, 
That I am half fubjedled to its Laws : 
I find thy lovely Mother plead within too, 
And bids me put no force upon thy Will ; 
Tells me thy Flame (hould be as unconlin'd 
As that we felt when our two Souls combin'd, 
Alas, Philander I am. old and feeble, 
And cannot long furvive ; 
But thou hafl many Ages yet to number 
Of Youth and Vigour ; and fhould all be wafled 
In the Embraces of an unlov'd Maid 1 
No, my PkilaiuUr, if that after death 
Ought could remain to me of this World's Joys, 
I (hould remember none «-ith more delight, 
Than thofe of having left ihce truly happy. 

Phi. This Goodnefs, Sir, refembles that of Heaven, 
Preferving what it made, and can be paid 
Only with graieful Praife, as we do that. 

King. Go, carry on your innocent defign, 
And ^rfieii you've done, the laft afl (hall be mine. 

ExtuHt. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter AmialA followed by Alcander, Etminia om^ Oalatea; 
Iheygoout: re-enter McsnAtt, and ffityt PtXcasXa. 
Akan. Stay, dear Aminia, do not tiy U) fa(L 
Am. Methinks, Alcander, you (hould (hun that Maid, 
Of whofe too much of kindnefs you're afraid. 
"Twas not long fince you parted in fuch feud. 
And fwore my treatment of you was too rude ; 
Yon vow'd yon found no Beauty in my eyes, 
And can you now purfue what you defpife. [Offers tog^ 
AkttH, 
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Ahan. Nay, do not leave me yet, for dill your Seem 
Much better than your Abfence may be born. 

Am. Well, Sir, your bufmefs, for mine requires hafte. 

Alcatt. Say, fair Aminla, fliall I never find 
Youll ceafe Uiis Rigour, and be kind ? 
Will that dear Bread no Tendemefs admit? 
And Ihall the Pain you cive no Pity getl 
Will you be never touclrd with what I fay I 
And (hall my Youth and Vows be: thrown away t 
You know my Paflion and my Humour too, 
And how I die, tho do not tell you fo. 

Am. What arguments will you produce to prove 
You love J for yet 111 not believe you love. 

Aican. Since, fair Aminta, I did thee adore, 
Alas I am not what I was before : 
My Thoughts difordei'd from my Heart do break ; 
And Sighs dcdroy my Language when I fpeak. 
My Liberty and my Repofe I gave. 
To be admitted but your Slave ; 
And can you queilion fueh a Viflory ? 
Or mud Ifuffer more to make it furcl 
It needs not, fince ihefc Languidiments can be 
Nought but the Wounds which you alone can cure. 

Am. AlcoKder, you fo many Vows have paid. 
So many Sighs and Tears to many a Maid, 
That fhould I credit give to what you fay, 
1 merit being undone as wcU as they. 
No, no, AtciiHdtr, 111 no more of that 

Alcan. Farewel, Aminta, mavA thou wanl a Lovar, 
When I Ihall hale both thee and thy whole Sex; 
I can endure your fober Cruelty, 
But do defplfe it cUd in Jollity. [Exeunt fiveralfy. 

SCENE V. 

Difiovtrs a Room hung leith Slaci, a Hear/t /landing 
itt it with Tapers round about it, Alcippus •wetping 
at it, with Ifillia, and other Women wth long htack 
Veils round about the Hearfe. 

Jfil. I humbly beg, my Lord, you would forbear. 

Alcip. 
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Alcip, Oh IfdUa, 
Thou knowft not what vafl Treafure this inclofes, 
This facred Pile ; is ihere no Sorrow due to it I 
Alas, I bad her not farewcl at parting, 
Nor did receive To much as one poor Kifs. 
— Afa wretched, wretched Mar I 

EuUr the Prince. 

Alcip. How, the Prince I 
How (uddcnly my Grief fubmits to Rage. 

Phi, Alci/^us, why doft liwiu gaze thus on me t 
What Horror have I in my looks that frights thee 1 

Alcip. Why, Sir, what makes you here ? 
1 have no more Wives, no more Erminid^ ; 

Alas (he is dead 

Will you not give her leave to reft in peace ? 

Phi. Is this the Gratitude you pay my Favours, 
That gave ye life, after your wrongs to me ? 
But 'twas my Sifter's Kindnefs that prefcrv'd Ihee 
And I prefer'd my Vengeance to the Gods. 

Alcip. Your Sifter is a Saint whom I adore ; 
But I refufe a Life that comes from you. 

Ifil What mean you, Sir? 

Alcip. To fpeak a tiutfa, as dying Men (hould do. 

Phi. Aldppus, for my Sifter's fake who loves yon, 
I can bear more than this — you know my power, 
And I can make you fear. [Offers to eo out. 

Alcip. No, Prince, not whilft I am in love with dying. 

Phi. Your love to that I fee has made you impudeni. 

IJil. The Storm cones on, your Highnefs ihould a- 

Phi. Let him give place, 111 keep pofTclIion here. 

I/iL It is the Prince's pleafure, Sir, you quit the Pre- 

Alcip. No, this I call my Home ; 
And fmce Erminiifs here that does entitle it fo, 
will not quit the Prefencc. 
Pki. Gave thee a Title to't, Aldppus t 
Alcip. He, Philander I. 

[They come to each other's breajl, and/o draw. 
Phi. Thee. 

Alcip 
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Alcip, Me, what dare you now ? 
Phih I dare declare that I can hear no more ; 
Be witnefs Heaven, how jufUy I'm compell'd. 
Alcip, Now, Sir, you are brave and love Erminia too. 
\The Women run all away crying \ tJtty draw 
out fonie one way, and fome another ^ leaving 
fome their Veils behind them, fome half off, 
half on. 
Phi. We are here not fafe, thefe Women will betray 
us. 

Alcip. Sir, 'tis a work that will foon be difpatcht, 
And this a place and time mod proper for't 

[Fal. peeps in and runs away. 
Enter Pifaro, runs between. 
Pi/. Hold, Sir, are you grown defperate ? 
What means your Highnefs ? [To the Prince. 

Alcippus, what is't you defign in this ? 
Alcip, To fight, Pifaro, and be kill'd. 
Pif By Heaven you (hall not fight, unlefs with me, 
And you have fo anger'd me with this rafh adlion, 
I could almoft provoke you to it. 

Enter Alcander. 
Alcan. Gods, Sir, that you fhould thus expofe your 
felf. 
The "World's great Heir, againfl a defperate Madman \ 
Pif Have you forgot your Apparition, Sir ? 
Alcip. Oh 'twas an idle lying one, Pifaro, 
And i:ame but to intrap me. 

To them Galatea, Aminta ^I;l^/01inda. 
Gal. Ah, Brother, why fo cruel to your Siller ? 
Phi. Here, Galatea, punifli my misfortune, 
For yet I want the will to injure thee. 
Heaven knows what provocations I received 
E'er I would draw a Sword on him you lov'd. 
Gal. Unjufl Alcippus, how dofl thou reward me ? 
Alcip. Ah, Madam, I have too much (hame to live. 
Had Heaven preferv'dmy Innocence intire. 
That I with confidence might have ador'd you, 
Tho I had been fuccefslefs ; , 
Yet I had liv'd and hop'd, and aim'd ta merit you : 
3-22 Vol. III. P But 
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But flnce all hopes of that are taken fromme^ 
My Life is but too poor a Sacrifice, 
To make atoDcment for my Sins to yoti. 

Gal. I^ill not anfwer thee to what thou haft laid, 
But only Deg thou vrilt preferve thy life, 
Without which mine will be of little ufe to me. 
Might I without a ftn believe this BlcQin^ 
Sure 1 Ihould be immortal. 

'^^2iM peepi /n again. 

Fal. I think I may venture, the fury is part, and the 
great (hot fpcnt, the mad Captain General's wounded ; fo, 

I hope 'twill let out fome of his hot blood, 

Elder the King, Oeontius, and AtttRdaKti. 

King. My Lov^ Alcippus, is defpis'd I fee. 
And you in. lieu of that return you owe me, 
Endeavour to deJlroy me. 

' Is this an Obje« for your Rage to work on T 
Behold him well, Alcippus, 'tis your Prince. 
— Who dares gaze on him with irrevercnd Eyes 1 
The good he does you ought to adore liim for, 
But all his evils 'tis the Gods muft punifh, 
Who made no Laws for Princes, 

Alcip. Sir, I confefs I'm culpable. 
And were it not a fia equal to that, 
To doubt you could forgive me, 
I durft not hope your mercy after it. 

King. I think with all the Tendemefs I'm guilty of, 
I hanuy fhall be brought to pardon thee. 

Phi. 1 humbly beg you will forgive him, Sir, 
I drew him to it againll his will ; I forc'd him. 
And gave him language not to be indur'd 
By any gallant man> 

King. Whilft you Entreat for him, who pleads for you I 
For you are much the guiltier of the two, 
And i):eed'ft a greater intereft to petfuade me. 

Alcip, It were not juft to contradifl ray Prince, 
A Prince to whom I've been fo late a Traitor ; 
But, Sir, 'tis I alone am criminal, 
And 'twas I, 
JuOly I thought provok'd him to this haxard : 

■Tis 
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Tis I was rude, impatient, infolent, 

Did like a Maibnan animate his Anger, 

Not like a generous Enemy. 

Sir, when you weigh my Sorrows with this Aflion, 

YouTl tind no bafe Defign, no VilLrny there ; 

But being weary of a Life I hated, 

I drove to put it off, and miffing that way, 

I come to make an ofTcr of it here. 

King. If I (hould take it, 'twere no more than juft ; 
Yet once again I will allow It thee. 
That thou mayfl owe me fort a fecond time : 
Manage it better than the laft I gave— \^^- l^ig' 

Phi. Aldppus, may I credit what thou'ft faja, 
Or do you feign repentance to deceive me 1 

Alcip. I never could diffemble at my bed, 
And now methinks your Highnefs fliould believe me, 
When my dcfpairs and little love to life 
Make me defpifc all ways that may prefcrve it. 

PM. If thou wouldfl have me credit thee, Alcippus, 
Thou ihouldft not difefteem a Ufe, which ought 
To be preferv'd, to give a proof that what thou fay'ft 
Is true, and difpoff^s me of thofe fears I have, 
That 'tis my Life makes thine difpteafing to thee. 

Alcip. 'Tis a high proof to give you of my Duty, 
Yet that's more eafe to me than your Unbelief 

Phi. Let me embrace and thaiik thee for this goodnefs. 
[He offers to emdrace him, but he is Jhy^ and ketps 
a UtUe off. 
Why doft receive me coldly ? I'm in eamefl ; 
As I love Honour^ and cfteem the generous, 
I mean thee nothmg but a perfe^ Friendlhip ; 
By all my hopes I've no more quarrels to thee, 
All ends in this Embrace, and to confirm it 
I give thee here my Sifter to thy Wife 

Aldp. Your Pardon, Sir, 
I mud refufe your bounty, tiU I know 
By what ftrangc turn of Fate 1 came thus blert. 
To you my Prince, 
And tho your Mercy do afford rr 
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With this rich prefent too ; 
Till I could know I might deferve them both, 
That Life will prove a Plague, and this great Gift 
Turn to the torment of it. 

Phi. AlcippuSy 'tis not kind to doubt me dill, 
Is this a preient for a Man I hate? 

Alcip. *Tis true, Sir, and your bounty does amaze 
me ; 
Can I receive a blefling of this magnitude 
With hands, yet have not wafh'd away the fin 
Of your Ermima^s murder ? think of that, Sir : 
For tho to me it did appear mod juft. 
Yet you mufl hate the Man that has undone you. 

Gal. I fee Erminia flill ufurps your thoughts. 

Alcip. I muft confefs my Soul is fcarce diverted 
Of that fond Paffion which I had for her. 
But I protefl before the Gods and you. 
Did (he flill live, and I might ftill poffefs her, 
I would refufe it, tho I were ignorant 
Of what the Gods and your fair felf defign me. 

Phi. To doubt thee were a fin below my nature. 
And to declare my faith above my fear. 
Behold what I prefent thee with. 

iGoes outy and enters again with Erminia. 
rminia / yHe looks a/righted. 

— It is the fame appeared to me laft night, 
— ^And my deluded Fancy 
Would have perfuaded me 'twas but a dream« 

Phi. Approach her. Sir, 'tis no fantafm. 

Alcip. 'tis file her felf, Oh Gods, Erminia / 

[She goes a little back, as a/raid, he kneels. 
— Ah Madam, do not fear me in this pofture, 
Which I will never quit till you have pardon'd me ; 
It was a fault the moft excufable, 
That ever wretched Lover did commit ; 
And that which hinder'd me from following thee. 
Was that I could not well repent the Crime ; 
But like a furly Sinner fac'd it out. 
And faid, I thought 'twas jufl, yes, fair Erminia : 

Hadft 
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Hadft thou been mine, I would i'th' face of Heaven, 

Proclaim it jufl and brave revenge : 

But, Madam, you were Wife to my Prince, 

And that was all my fin : 

Alas, in vain I hop'd for fome return, 

And grew impatient of th' unkind delay. 

And frantickly I then out-run my happinefs. 

Er, Rife, I forgive thee, from my loul I do ; 
Mayfl thou be happier 

In thy more glorious Paflion for the Princefs, 
And all the Toys thou e'er couldfl hope from me, 
Mayft thou find there repeated. 

Entar King, Orgulius, and the reji. 

Or^. Firft, I'll keep my word with thee, 
Receive the welcome prefent which I promis'd. 

[Gives him Erminia,,^ kneels. 

Er, Can you forgive the Griefs I've made you foffer % 

Org. I can forgive, tho 'twas not kind 
To let me languifh in a defperate Error ; 
Why was this Blefling hid from me alone? 

Er. Ah, Sir, fo well I knew you lov'd Alcipffus, 
That had you known it e'er the Prince had own'd me, 
I fear you had reftor'd me back again, 
A Sin too great to load your Soul withal. 

Org. My King already has forgiven that Error, 
And now 1 come to make my Peace with thee, 
And that I may with greatell fpeed obtain it, 

To you, Sir, I refign her with as much Joy, 

[7o the Prince. 
As when they undeceived me 
Of my opinion of her being dead 

Phi. And I with greater Joy receive your gift. 

[Bows and takes her. 

King. My Lord Alcippus, are you pleas'd with this ? 

Alcip. Sir, I am fo pleas'd, fo truly pleas'd with it, 
That Heaven, without this Blefling on my Prince, 
Had found but little trouble from my thanks, 
For all they have fhower'd on me ; 
'Twas all I wifht, next my Pretenfions here. 

King. 





The Fori^d Marnage ; 

King. TTien to compleat thy bappinefs. 
Take CalaUa, fmce her Pajfion merits thee, 



King. Condude it granted then. 

Er. FalattHS, Sir, has long made love V IfilUa, 
And now he'as gain d her Heart, he flights the Conqueft, 
Yet all the fault he finds is that flic's poor. 

King. IfitHii& Beauty can fupply that want ; 
Falatius, what d'ye fay to'l ? 

FaL By Jovt, Sir, 111 agree lo any thing ; foT I be- 
lieve a handfome young Wife at Court may bring a Man 
a greater Fortune than he can in Confcience defire. 

[TaJtes imUa. 

Er. Arminta be perfuaded {AfiiU to Am. 

Am. He'd ufe me fcurvlly then. 

AUan. That's according as you behaVd your felf, 
Aminta. 

Am. I Ihould doinineer. 

Alcan. I then fliould make love elfewherc- 

Am. Well, I find we fhall not agree then. 

Alean. Faith now we have difputcd a point I never 

thought on before, I would willingly puKue it for the hu- 
mour on't, not that I think I fhall much approve on't 

Pi/. Give him your hand, Aminta, and conclude, 
'Tis lime this haughty humour were fulidu'd. 
By your fubmiflion, whatfoe'er he feem, 
In time you'll make the greater Slave of him. 

Am. Well— not from the hope of that, but from my 
Love, 
Hia change of humour I'm content to prove. 
Here take me, Alcandtr ; 
WhiUl to Inconflancy I bid adieu, 
I find variety enough in you. \H4 takts her and fitru/s. 

King. Come, my brave Youths, we'll toil our felves 
with Joys, 
And when we're weary of the lazy play. 
Well fearch abroad to find new Conquefts out, 
And gel frelh Appetites lo new Delights : 

It 



i 



the Jealous Bridegroom. 343 

It will redouble your vafl (lock of Courage, 
And make th' uneafy Humour light and gentle ; 
When you remember even in heat of Battle, 
That after all your Vidlories and Spoil, 
Youll meet calm Peace at home in foft Embraces. 
Thus may you number out your happy years, 

Till Love and Glory no more proofs can give 
Of what they can be/low^ or you receive. 



EPI- 
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EPILOGUE. 



By a Woman. 



WE chared you boldly in ourfirjl advancCy 
And gave the Onfet \ la mode de France, 
As each had been a Joan ^Orlcance. 

Like them our Heat as/oon coated too ; 
Alas we could not vanquifh with a Shaw, 
Much more than that goes to the conquering you. 

The Trial tho will recomfienfe the Pain, 
It having wifely taught us how to reign ; 
^Tis Beauty only can our Power maintain. 

Butyety as tributary Kings, we own 
It is by you that we pojfejs that Throne, 
Where had we Vigors been, w^ad reigkd alone. 

And we have promiid what we could not do ; 
A fault, methtnks, might be forgiven too. 
Since *tis but what we learn offome of you. 

But we are ufion equal treatment yet. 
For neither conquer, Jince we bothfubmit ; 
You to our Beauty bow, we to your Wit. 



The End of the Third Volume, 
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